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WAKING UP CONFUSED 


JUSTINE DEANE is probably one the most interesting psychological 
cases I have ever come across in the whole of my professional career. 
It was not fortuitous nor by accident how our paths eventually 
crossed; that had already been mapped out many months prior to 
our first meeting when she was ordered to visit me by the parole 
board as they needed a complete examination of her state of mind. It 
was then up to me to determine whether she was fit to stand trial for 
aggravated assault against the man who she claimed had sexually 
assaulted her, which she believed she was justified in doing, but not 
for the overt reasons one might suspect. 

I have to say at the outset I was deeply perplexed as her life story 
was being unfolded to me, and at one point I found the whole thing 
quiet preposterous, for you see she was quite convinced, if not 
adamant, that she had once been a man until she woke up one 
morning to find she now had the body of a woman. 

I was deeply sceptical of her at first, but as she began to relax and 
started telling me more, I could not but help think that she may be 
right, for her appearance, although at initial glance was that of a 
strikingly tall blonde woman with deep, piercing blue eyes, she did 
not have the outright femininity one would associate with a woman, 
nor did she have the look of a man. Admittedly she had rather large 
hands for a woman, the fingers being quite long and slender but 
looked like they had never seen any hard menial work, and quite 
feminine and dainty, with immaculate nails that were always clipped 
short, for reasons I guess to make them appear more masculine. And 
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they were never polished, presumably because she did not know 
how to do it properly, like a man would not know how to either. 

She never wore make-up, in the firm belief that men don’t wear it, 
and it would be ‘poofy’ for her to do so. Yet it was another conscious 
attempt on her part to deny her own femininity; to look more 
masculine than feminine, her apparent effeminacy being something 
she not only denied to herself but avowedly worked against. This 
was based on a queer notion; the more she deprived her own 
sexuality (as a woman) the more she would appear masculine to 
others, or what she felt she had once been, congenitally speaking. 

For the same reason she dressed strictly in a masculine style, or 
as close as she could get, to be more male than female, often wearing 
loose slacks, flat shoes and shirts (rather than blouses), the latter 
always worn loose and flowing to disguise her rather large, ample 
breasts which were never encased in a bra should they stand out and 
thus void any attempt she made to appear more manly. 

Her whole appearance was one of a tomboy, but an old one at that 
for she was now in her late twenties, and any youth she may have 
once had had slipped away from her visage, despite it being quite 
tight, especially round the cheekbones, like a skin drawn taut over a 
drum, or a middle-aged woman after having a fresh facelift. 

Her body, at least when she walked, would suggest to any passer¬ 
by that of a woman, but a butch one, perhaps even a lesbian or dyke, 
or perhaps a woman who gave off the impression she could handle 
herself in any situation, and would resort to physical violence if the 
need should arise, which just happened to be the reason why she 
was forced to come to see me each week; her anger management 
sessions and counselling were not enough; a deep, psychological 
probing was what was required, only if she gained my trust and 
could convince me her story was true. And the more she told me, or 
rather opened up about herself and her violent past, the more it 
became clear to me she had deep anxiety issues, yet could possibly 
be telling the truth, and my newborn scepticism would then be worn 
away slowly like snow on a frosted ground thawing away before the 
bright glare of a midday sun; and the more I looked at her, the way 
she sat in my leather armchair always with her legs open so her 
crutch was fully exposed, although hidden by tight jeans (which I 
found at times quite unnerving), the way she held her cigarettes and 
puffed away like a trooper, and her totally unladylike poise, all 
consolidating in my mind the notion that she may be right. And of 
course there is always a tell-tale sign, a dead giveaway of someone 
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having undergone gender reassignment: the adam’s apple. It indeed, 
in her case, was rather large and protrusive, which would lead me to 
suspect that she was a transsexual who at one point had somehow 
forgotten she had even undergone such an operation, for she had 
absolutely no recollection of anything prior to waking up that 
morning and finding she had changed. If true, the shock must have 
been devastating. 

This amnesia was marked by severe confusion, for not only did 
she wake up differently, but also she had no idea how she had got 
there, in a town she had never heard of, and where she knew 
practically no one. No friends; no family; no immediate relations or 
people she could use to connect her to her past, a sort of ennui in 
which she had no meaning or place in her life, a vacuum that could 
only be filled by clawing back the past of the man she claimed she 
used to be. 

Of course such confusion can easily be explained by a heavy blow 
to the head, a contusion, concussion, a hangover after a heavy 
drinking session, the abuse of not only alcohol but also certain drugs, 
a stroke that may have made her mentally impaired, cutting out 
memory functions, a tragic accident or bereavement, or any other 
psychological disturbance or emotional upheaval. But no, she was 
convinced she had been bodily moved to a new, unknown location 
and dumped in a strange room with no clue how she got there, and 
awaking to find herself staring back at her naked body, being 
reflected on floor to ceiling mirrors on every wall, surrounded by 
them, and gasping in disbelief at the thing she saw, not even 
recognising her own face, as if some macabre trick had been played 
upon her person whilst she was asleep, or she was really still 
dreaming and this was all some fantastic dream from which she had 
yet to awaken. The only thing is, her eyes were open and they were 
staring back at her: these she did recognise. 

It was only through weeks and weeks of sessions and therapy 
that the truth was eventually uncovered, and even to this day I find 
the whole thing quite shocking, if not incredible, barely believing 
that someone had deliberately gone out of their way to inflict a 
torture so heinous and bizarre that they actually robbed a person of 
their self, and all the concomitant things we identify with that make 
us who we really are. 

It would be best, I feel, to go back to the beginning, so that even 
you will come to believe me and know I am speaking the truth. 

Her story begins thus: 
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Upon awaking in the mirrored room she found to hand some 
clothes which she put on gingerly, despite not knowing the correct 
way of fitting a bra to her person or how to wear a pair of stiletto 
shoes, let alone how to walk in them. She felt not only physically 
naked but also psychologically; and wearing clothes of a woman, 
although unimaginable, it was at least better than having to survey 
her own repellent nakedness and confront the ‘damage’ she had 
physically undergone. 

She got off the double-sized bed that had been strategically placed 
in the middle of the room (I suspect to cause maximum exposure so 
that everywhere she looked her reflection would be staring back at 
her, having an overwhelming shock value), and staggered in her 
heels to one of the mirrored walls. She started beating against it with 
her fists, disbelieving the female face her eyes confronted her with, 
and looked for a door or any exit to get out of this hellish place, with 
the childish notion that should she quit the ‘room of pain’ (as she 
called it) she might return to the real world and find herself back in 
her rightful body; but there was no exit to be found, not even a 
suggestion of a door or handle she could use to allow her egress or 
escape. She then started looking around for a heavy blunt instrument 
she could use to wield against the glass and break her way out, but 
there was none to be found in the square empty room, except the 
iron legs of the bed. In her angst and frustration she threw the bed 
over on its side and started to yank away at one of the legs, 
eventually prising it off and hurled it at each one of the mirrors till all 
were broken, leaving shards of glass all around her and four blank, 
grey walls staring back at her. In disbelief she staggered back to the 
dilapidated bed and wrapped her tear-stained face in her now 
shaking hands, praying that she really was still dreaming and she 
would come out of it like a catatonic; then everything would fall back 
into place, normality would be resumed, her world would regain 
some form of sense and meaning. But no, that was not to be. 
Whoever devised this torture-scenario had done their utmost to 
make sure it would be everlasting, to cause her maximum distress 
and destroy any notion of who she (or rather he) thought he/she 
was. 

At one point she even felt like picking up a broken piece of glass 
and using it to slash her wrists, to end it all, as if death would be a 
gateway back into the world where she belonged, the world she was 
familiar with, the world she knew existed at arms length—if only she 
could reach it. 
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It would be a way out of this confusion and torment, believing she 
was doomed to be stuck in this square room for all eternity: the final 
result was never in doubt; she would go mad, if she wasn’t already. 

What sanity she had left was fragmentary, little memories darting 
in and out of her quite befuddled head, little pieces she was trying to 
put back together in a semblance of order she knew would make 
sense, bits and pieces of vague memories that seemed to belong to a 
past she no longer possessed as if her mind had been wiped clean of 
all traces, now just a blank slate waiting to be written upon. Her 
head, or what was left of it, also felt heavy, probably caused by the 
confusion, in fact too heavy to hold. She clasped her neck and felt like 
lifting her head off her shoulders and throwing it away before it 
exploded. She thought if she stood upright again this indeed could 
happen because she had the strangest feeling there was tremendous 
pressure building up inside and her head would be blown apart, as if 
filled with some explosive. She imagined it splitting in half, then 
fragmenting, and shards of her skull breaking away until ... BOOM, 
the top of her head would be blown off leaving remnants of her 
decaying brain. 

There was something about a confrontation which stood out in 
her mind where she came face to face with somebody, a man she 
knew whom she had tangled with, and then like a great portcullis the 
shutters came down, leaving a giant void in its place, an abyss of 
forgetfulness and mystery wherein the possible answers lay, if only 
she could dredge it up from her shattered memory. 

And as she lay there on the lopsided bed she suddenly realised 
she had a great and urgent need to urinate, and then realised she 
didn’t know how to, not as a woman. She felt the tender, moist part 
of her flesh through the panties and jeans she had forced herself to 
wear, not out of dignity, but thinking that covering up her naked 
body would allow her some solace; at least then she wouldn’t have to 
look at it, or these horrible appendages she found on her chest which 
as a man she loved to play with, as long as they were on a girl’s body 
and not hers! Shamefully she touched them again, as if feeling them 
for the first time, finding them through her trembling fingers, feeling 
the nipples and wondering at the tingling sensation her rubbing of 
them produced. She desisted quickly, knowing in the back of her 
mind this was all wrong; as a man she had nipples and touching 
them, playing with them, had never turned her (him) on; but now as 
a woman she could understand the pleasurable feeling they had, of 
being sucked, nipped lightly between the teeth, and how a woman 
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could go into orgasm just by this manipulation alone. Now she 
understood why it turned them on, and had stirrings of memories of 
doing it to other women, not even sure she was doing it to them as a 
man or in some lesbian context. She hated the idea of the latter for 
she was a man deep down inside but forced through some peculiar 
act of revenge, malice, god-knows-what, to have these lumps of fat 
glued permanently to her chest overnight, and wondered what it 
would be like to go running naked in some woods now that she had 
them. Would they bounce all over the place? Would it hurt? Would 
they miraculously fall away if she were to pull at them hard? What¬ 
ever, she simply thought they were horrible, ugly, grotesque, and 
they had no right being there, not on a chest which had once been so 
masculine, adorned with finely honed pecs and sporting the odd 
tattoo or markings of some description, she was struggling to recall. 
And if she were to stand up she would barely be able to see the 
ground she trod upon because they kept blocking the view! 

She wanted to turn over, lie face down, cry her heart out, hoping 
that sleep would miraculously take her away from this madness; but 
sleep wouldn't come, only a persistent nagging from her loins 
reminding her she needed to empty her bladder immediately, as if 
she hadn't been for years. 

She flopped over onto her back, trying to ignore the need, and 
stared up at the single light fixed in the centre of the ceiling around 
which more mirrors were fixed, as if whoever had done this deed 
was trying to tell her something; she needed to take a good look at 
herself, what she had done, what she was now, and could not ignore 
the message: this was payback time. Whoever she had crossed, 
possibly the man she thought of earlier, was exacting some terrible 
revenge upon her person by making her look like this—or at least 
that is how it felt. Why else would she be waking up in a room 
surrounded by mirrors? It was if the room was saying: ‘See, this is 
what happens to people like you.' But what had she done? What 
crime or misdemeanour had she committed in her forgotten past 
that had made someone seek retribution in such an emphatic, and 
yet at the same time, ambiguous way? And once she got to thinking 
along those lines she knew she had to get out of this room and find 
the person responsible. But how? 

The walls were all bricks and mortar, covered with plaster and 
grey paint. The floor was solid concrete. But what about the ceiling? 
Then she had a realisation and knew instinctively what to do. 

Using the two sheets on the bed to cover herself and protect her 
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head from flying glass, she grabbed the leg of the bed and threw it up 
at one part of the ceiling, smashing the mirror and bringing it 
shattering down all around her. She uncovered herself and looked 
up. With the mirror now removed she could see the planks of wood 
that formed the ceiling. They appeared to go across the whole length 
of the room, rising up gently towards the light at the centre, a good 
twelve feet above the floor. She did the same again with another part 
of the ceiling, smashing the mirror, bringing the whole thing crashing 
down to the ground, revealing more woodwork. And the same for 
the other parts of the ceiling till all the woodwork was revealed, all 
the sections pointing to the centre where the light was. She could 
now see around the glare of the naked bulb a circular iron grating 
lying just behind some glass. The grating looked like a drain cover, 
but round, with wide gaps between the bars, allowing what 
appeared to be sunlight to pour through. Then it must be daytime. 
She had no idea: didn't know what time it was, what day it was, or 
where she was. The light was permanent and had probably been on 
all the time, even before she woke up because there was no switch to 
turn it off or on. It had always been on: it must have been. But if she 
were to smash the bulb perhaps then she could see what actually lay 
behind it. 

She took aim, with one foot back, the other firmly placed on the 
ground before her, and flung the bed-leg at the bulb. It shattered, 
leaving the room in semi-darkness now, but still fairly light, light 
enough to see the light coming from outside! That’s it, she realised. 
That was her way out for the round cover was just wide enough for a 
man (or a woman!) to pass through, if only she could reach it. 

She looked around. The only furniture in the room was the 
antiquated iron bed. She examined it more closely now, pulling the 
mattress off and throwing it aside, leaving the bed bare. It was a 
metal frame with a primitive head board of cast iron at one end and a 
shorter one at the other. If she were to take it apart, somehow, then 
she might be able to construct some sort of ladder giving her a better 
height, perhaps not enough to reach the ceiling, but least enough for 
her to jump up towards it. Then what? How was she going to remove 
the drain cover so she could climb out? That was something she was 
going to have to figure out later. All she knew now this was her route 
of escape, her way out and back into the real world. If she never 
made it, then fair enough. At least she had tried to escape. But if she 
didn’t make an effort then she would surely end up dying here, with 
nobody any the wiser, for who knew she was here? Her captors 
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perhaps? Or the man who had secreted her away and dumped her 
here? Would he care? No, or course not. This was his way, she knew 
instinctively, of getting back at her. And this she was going to prove, 
if only she could get out. 

She turned the bed over. It was held together by wing-nuts and 
bolts in each corner. All she had to do was undo them then the 
bottom part of the bed would break away from its supports. Yet the 
wing-nuts were tightly screwed on, too tight to undo for a poor weak 
girl like herself who had no muscle to speak of. But as soon as she 
thought that she knew wasn't thinking right. In her mind she was a 
man, yes, now finding herself trapped in the body of a woman, with 
breasts and a vagina to prove it. Where she had once had muscle and 
strength, as a man, that had now gone, having being rudely taken 
from her before the big sleep. As long as she kept thinking like a man 
she could regain her strength, if not physically then at least mentally, 
and apply brute force to the bed, even with some ingenuity by 
wrapping one of the sheets around the wing-nut and then turning it 
hard. She tried it: slowly the wing-nut unfastened and she was able 
to do the same for the other three. Now the bed was completely 
apart. The bottom part she stood up vertically in the centre of the 
room, and gauged that there was still above it about five feet 
headway. If she could climb up she might just be able to reach the 
grating and pry it open. Yet the bed standing vertically by itself 
would obviously topple over. The only thing she could think of was 
to use the head support as a kind of prop and lean it up against the 
underside of the bed which would have to be at a slight angle but still 
fairly tall. Although wedged up against the bed, as soon as she tried 
to mount the frame, it did indeed topple over as there was not 
enough strength to support her weight. 

She reconsidered. Perhaps she could use sheets to tie the head 
and bottom together, then it wouldn’t fall apart. She vetoed the idea, 
then decided the best course of action was to use strips of linen by 
cutting the cloth with a piece of mirror, sharp enough to cut out two 
long strips. She wound the strips tightly to the frame and secured the 
prop part in place so it looked like a climbing frame. She tested it, 
first by putting some weight on it with her foot about half way up. It 
seemed to hold and may have enough strength to allow her to climb 
it. Satisfied, she used another long strip of cloth like a lasso and 
whipped it up around what was left of the light fitting which hung 
down from the centre by only a few inches, but long enough for the 
lasso to hold. She caught it first time and pulled with all her strength 
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until it was held fast to the fitting then hauled herself up slowly, 
steadily inserting one foot after another between the springs in the 
frame, using it like the steps of a ladder, and reached the top and 
clung to the fitting, balancing herself on either side of the frame. It 
was now just a matter of removing the cover. Again she didn't know 
how. She tapped at the underside of it lightly. It seemed to give a 
little, but its weight—being cast in solid iron—held it in place. The 
underside was covered in a thin sheet of glass, obviously to stop the 
rain getting through. It was only meant to allow daylight in, but if she 
could break the glass then she could slip her fingers through the 
bars, enabling her to get some grip and turn the whole cover anti¬ 
clockwise. But how could she break the glass? She looked around, 
down at the floor beneath her and saw the bed-leg lying there. If only 
she had brought it up with her she could have smashed the glass. She 
daren’t climb back down to fetch it in case the climbing frame 
collapsed, then realised she had at her disposal the perfect object: 
her stiletto shoes. The heels were tipped with metal studs, obviously 
to stop them wearing away as she walked. She reached down and 
took off one shoe, holding onto the light-fitting tightly so as not to 
lose balance, then like a hammer she started tapping the heel of her 
shoe against the glass. At first it didn't break, as if shatterproof. She 
mustered up some more strength and with one heavy blow lunged at 
the glass. It shattered into fragments, falling past her averted face to 
the floor. She looked up and wanted to jump with joy. Not only could 
she see the sky above her more clearly, she could also smell the fresh 
air now coming into her lungs and then realised with horror there 
was no ventilation in the room. Whoever designed it had made it big 
enough to hold enough air to last her only a few hours before dying 
of suffocation. Was that another part of the lesson she was also being 
made to learn? Her captor, whoever he was, wanted her to see her¬ 
self as a woman in her last dying moments, then to die as a woman 
and not a man. But then why the clothes? Why leave them there for 
her to put on, unless of course she was meant to escape, to get out, 
not naked, but dressed as a woman. 

The whole thing was absurd. Why would anyone want to lock me 
away in a room with only enough oxygen to last a few hours, but at 
the same time giving me a chance of escape, she thought to herself. 
That was something else she was going to have to figure out. But 
now her mind was concentrating on getting free. All that would come 
later as soon as she was outside. 

She replaced her shoe and held on tight to the fitting with one 
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hand. With the other she slipped her fingers between the cracks of 
the bars and tried pushing the whole thing up. The fitting itself was 
attached to the cover, anchored to the centre of it. When she tried to 
turn the cover the whole thing moved round and with a bit more 
strength and exertion she managed to get the thing to turn further, 
about halfway, before it finally came loose. It was now just a matter 
of lifting it above the level of the roof whilst still holding on to it for 
support. Once or twice she thought she was going to unbalance, to 
topple over and tumble to the ground, but she managed to cling on 
and turn the cover once more until the whole thing could be lifted up 
and away, allowing the daylight to now come pouring in, filling her 
relieved face with light. One more push and it was clean away. All she 
had to do now was somehow haul herself up, and lift her whole body 
weight and pull herself out. With one big heave she found she was 
now outside, out in the open under a big expanse of sky. She rolled 
over onto the ground with a sigh of relief, panting for breath, free to 
get her bearings and work out where the hell she was. 

It was after a few minutes she realised she was out in the country 
lying on thick, luscious grass. The hole she had climbed out of was 
exactly that, a hole that had been cut into a playing field, perfectly 
circular, surrounded by nothing but more grass; grass, grass every¬ 
where but grass. That was all she could see, apart from the big blue 
sky above, and a few scudding clouds in the distance. 

She stood up and took it all in. Yes, she was in the middle of some 
vast field, or plain, with nothing to either side. The perfectly circular 
hole appeared to be right in the centre of this plain. The room she 
exited was underneath it, a few feet down, with the entrance/exit 
being flush with the grass. She took a few steps back and figured 
whoever put her there knew exactly what they were doing, for the 
grass, although not overly long, was of a type to suggest it was wild 
and untrimmed: no man had been here or would come anywhere 
near it for there was nothing remotely of interest here, not even any 
creatures that she could see. The room was nothing but a square box 
dropped into a square hole. Wooden planks were then laid over it to 
form a primitive but effective roof. Soil was then laid on top and 
covered with turf. She examined it closely. It was quite apparent that 
the grass must have been growing for some time for as she edged 
round what she thought was the walls of the room underneath there 
was no sign of any joins as if the room had been placed there a long 
time ago. Then whoever put her there must have been planning this 
may be weeks if not months in advance. All they had to do was drop 
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her through the hole ensuring she landed on the bed. That is why it 
was in the middle of the room. Then they slid over the hatch cover, 
or dropped it into place, turned it clockwise to secure it, and 
presumably then just walked away. But why? Her interest had been 
piqued by this feat of engineering but now it was turning into bitter 
anger and resentment. The thought that somebody had deliberately 
done this to her made her want to scream. The room, which might 
have ended up being her tomb, did not smell new or fresh, so who 
knows how long it had been there. In defiance, she pulled down her 
jeans and panties and squatted over the hole and unashamedly peed 
like a woman, letting it flow into the room below. It was her way of 
saying: ‘I piss on you and your plans. Did you really think you could 
kill me that easily!’ She then did herself up and started walking, quite 
forgetting to wipe herself afterwards, as all women should do. 

At least that was her story, incredible as it may seem. But now I 
will tell you how she came to see me. 

Having no money, nor proof of ID, and certainly no papers to 
prove who she was, she found the nearest town, a good two hour 
walk, by seeing some smoke in the distance. To her it looked like 
civilisation, and the only place she thought there might be people, 
someone she could ask where she was. But when she got there she 
realised that nobody spoke English. It was some Spanish-speaking 
place. Did that mean she was in Spain? For she could also be in one of 
the Latin America countries like Argentina, Nicaragua, Costa Rica, or 
even Mexico. Luckily she was later to learn it was only Spain and not 
that far removed from her home country of Great Britain, even 
though she couldn’t remember whereabouts in Britain she came 
from. After trying to communicate with the Natives, not speaking any 
Spanish herself, she eventually elicited the word ‘policia’ out of one 
of them who directed her to the local station. 

Struggling to speak with the officers in a voice she didn’t even 
recognise (had they also altered her larynx as well as her gender, she 
wondered) she managed to explain that she was lost and concocted 
some story about how she had been mugged, that's why she didn't 
have any papers on her, not even a passport. The officer, feeling 
sorry for her as she was obviously very distressed and confused after 
her ordeal, took her to the city of Bilbao, one of the most beautiful 
cities you’ll ever come across in northern Spain, and straight to the 
British Consul where she was able to get a temporary passport, even 
though she couldn’t remember her name. 

(For some reason, she had it in the back of her mind that her 
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initials were JD, something like Jane Doe, Jane Donne, Jay Dean, Jay 
Deane, Justine Deane, the latter being selected purely because she 
felt it suited her better, although she was never happy with the first 
part of her name. She was a man, after all, so John Deane would have 
been far better. But she could hardly call herself that when she was 
in a woman’s body, and a lost one at that, now ensconced in some 
foreign country.) 

After a brief check up with the local doctor, and a dental exam¬ 
ination by the dentist (who determined she was around 28 years of 
age), some papers were put together to help get her back to her 
homeland. She was given a visa and a free ticket to sail back to the 
UK. Upon her arrival she was told to go to the British Embassy and 
report to the Immigrations Officer, put a claim in for what they 
technically called ‘identity theft,' although she considered it be much 
more than that, for her very self had been taken away, her gender 
changed without her consent, her past stripped away and any 
semblance of self-worth had been robbed to the point where she 
really hadn’t a clue who she was, eventually finding herself with a 
few pounds in her pocket, thanks to a very small donation from the 
government, enough to tide her over for a few days, and headed 
straight for the nearest pub. 

She ordered a pint and drank it like a man, quite forgetting her 
appearance was one of a woman. The beer tasted good. It was the 
first thing she tasted properly since getting out of that hell-hole, and 
it brought back vague stirrings of how she used to drink it all the 
time. Men were watching her quaff it down like a man, but she didn’t 
care about things like that, and ordered another, and then went and 
sat down, quite forgetting to cross her legs, leaving them wide open, 
which obviously caught the attention of the regulars who started to 
warm towards her, thinking she was a woman of easy virtue. 

Now this is where our story gets really interesting. It seems she 
had a taste for alcohol, and something in her past connected with the 
present through her consumption of it. She had a feeling she had 
been something of what we in today’s parlance call a ‘lager lout' and 
associate it with that boorish behaviour we see on the terraces of our 
football matches every weekend. She was no exception, having now 
already consumed about four pints. It was well into the early evening 
and the local workers had a habit of popping into this pub for a quick 
drink. One of them, smartly dressed in a grey flannel suit and dark 
tie, took a fancy to our Justine, and seeing she was alone, decided to 
take advantage of the situation by moving in on her. Justine, now 
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quite inebriated and in a reckless mood, took unkindly to the man’s 
advances and started to become aggressive. Before he could even 
touch her knee she was hurling abuse at him, using offensive, vulgar 
language, like a yob, not the sort you would associate with a lady. 
The man soon desisted. But the publican was not happy. He didn't 
like that type of woman in his establishment and became irate with 
Justine when he asked her to either ‘shut up or ship out,' to which 
she responded in the same offensive vernacular. With the help of 
some other patrons she got thrown out and soon found herself in 
another pub just round the corner. 

Despite her drunkenness she managed to get served and plonked 
herself down in the far corner. She then realised she was surrounded 
by men, city gents in their business suits, who kept eyeing her up. 
One of them standing by the bar even had the audacity to blow her a 
kiss. She sneered at him and went back to her drink. But it seems, 
despite suffering a physical and emotional ordeal, that our Justine 
appeared to be quite attractive towards these men. Perhaps they 
liked their women rough and tough. And what did not help was her 
habit of staring back at them like they were scum, and shouldn’t even 
be looking at her. 

By the end of the night things turned nasty; apart from looking 
like a woman, our Justine possessed what you might call a higher 
level of testosterone than most females, the sort you find in excelling 
champions and athletes who can outrun their opponents because of 
the chemical and hormonal imbalance they possess. The alcohol 
obviously brought it more to the surface, for she then became more 
aggressive as the night wore on, especially to a bunch of lads who 
began circulating round her table and couldn't help but notice the 
ample charms she had under her blouse. Justine would look down 
and then realise they were looking at her cleavage, quite forgetting 
she had anything there, then tell them to ‘fuck off or to ‘stop staring 
at my tits,’ and other such colourful phrases. But woe betide a young 
lad who had the effrontery to approach her: he was not going to be 
put off so easily by this seeming display of aloofness. As he went to 
touch her knee Justine flew into a rage and punched the man to the 
ground. The whole pub soon erupted into violence until the law 
came and quietened things down. Justine was of course arrested on 
the spot and thrown into the back of a van, carted away like some 
common criminal, complaining that the man was trying to touch her 
and she had every right to defend herself. I suppose it would be 
tantamount to the same effect a straight man would have if a gay 
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man were to touch him; and this is not far from the truth, for 
although Justine was a woman, and quite an attractive one at that, 
she was really a man deep down inside, so therefore she had every 
right to be offended by the man's behaviour and shun his unwanted 
advances. 

The following morning Justine woke up to find she was in a police 
cell, slightly smaller than the room of her abduction, but with the 
same bland, grey walls staring back at her, although thankfully not 
coated in reflective glass. She dreaded even to look at herself now 
anyway, feeling somewhat the worse for wear. Even sitting up on her 
uncomfortable bed made her head spin for a second or two, hardly 
able to stand up until the dizziness finally subsided. When she 
looked at the bare bulb above her it all came flooding back. Now she 
remembered; the room, the long walk to the town, the language 
problems with the local Natives, and finally getting a ship back home. 
But the rest was still a blur, a nagging doubt in her mind iterated by 
the pain she felt in her right knuckle, obviously the result of a punch 
up the night before. 

The sound of metal scraping against metal brought her to her 
senses. Someone slid open the hatch on the door and was now star¬ 
ing at her with quizzical eyes. 

‘Awake at last, are ya?’ the uncouth voice bellowed. It then told 
her breakfast would be served in a minute (scrambled eggs and 
toast, with a strong black coffee to wash it down). It was only then 
that she realised she hadn’t even eaten since returning to the UK, or 
found any accommodation where she could possibly stay. 

The breakfast served up by this hospitable establishment tasted 
disgusting but it was better than nothing. Justine was led out of the 
cell and had to face the ugly face of a very disgruntled police officer 
who started berating her, saying things such as women like her were 
giving others a bad name, and that she shouldn't be drinking in 
rough places like that. And so the sermon continued. She was let off 
with a warning and told to stay out of trouble. Next time it would be 
a fine, not just a cosy night in the cell. 

She left the station not even sure where she was going, just 
started drifting in any direction and thought hard about where she 
had originally come from. Her memory, like some distant country, 
seemed to be beyond her reach but a country she was going to have 
to visit if she were to get her past back. Only then could she fathom 
who she really was and head home, if she had one. 

The metropolis jarred on her sensibilities. She found it distasteful 
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but at least there would be opportunities here. Perhaps she could 
find some temporary work, casual, cash in hand, anything to get 
some money so she could pay for room and board. But she wasn’t 
even sure if she could work. Did she have any skills? Was she a 
builder before her transformation? How about a butcher? Or was it 
something more common, sedate like an office worker, perhaps 
some administrational role? Whatever it was she had to find some¬ 
thing quick. She dreaded the idea of dossing down on the streets for 
a night like some unfortunate others. That was not her scene, and 
although her past was intractable, she knew instinctively she had 
never had to resort to that, to stoop so low that she was tramp or a 
hobo of no fixed abode. The latter may be true yet at least she had 
some pride and dignity, or what was left of it, but enough to know 
sleeping on the streets was definitely beneath her. 

It was during her sojourning that she realised she only had one of 
two options left: to steal or prostitute herself. The former had more 
appeal because she couldn’t bear the thought of some man touching 
her, or even trying to stick his dick in her. Sex was simply out of the 
question. But then she got to thinking, again when she was looking at 
her reflection in a shop window, that it may not be a bad idea. She 
was, even from her own point of view, something of a stunner, tall 
with blonde locks that seemed to flow down by her shoulders, tight 
lips that naturally pouted, and incredibly blue eyes which sparkled in 
the sunlight. She could use that to her advantage, luring men into a 
false trap, thinking they were going to have her, and all they would 
get would be a punch in the mouth and their wallets taken. And 
that’s exactly what she began to do the next few days, surviving by 
conniving, pretending to be a scarlet woman, offering her body to 
unsuspecting men, then robbing them of what ever valuables they 
had on them. It was during one of these scams that she got caught by 
a plain-clothes police officer who charged her for soliciting in a 
public place. But it wasn’t until they took her in for questing did they 
realise that the woman they had been hunting for petty theft was 
now in their midst, for she quite foolishly kept some of the men’s 
belongings (wallets, gold rings, a necklace with a medallion, and 
other evidently manly objects that were clearly not her personal 
things) and was unable to explain what she was doing with them. As 
she was of no fixed still, apart from some temporary lodgings she 
used purely for sleep, she was held in police custody and charged the 
following morning with soliciting, theft, and a number of other 
misdemeanours which the judge found reprehensible, especially in 
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view of the fact she had a prior warning. 

It was during this turbulent period of her life that she was 
brought to my attention. What little counselling she had, anger 
management, and so forth, had clearly not worked. There was 
something deeper, beneath the surface which was the cause of all her 
troubles; simply not knowing who she was. She had no identity to 
speak of. She had a name but she did not identify with it. It wasn’t 
quite right, she would often claim, and hated being called ‘Justine’ as 
if it was a name that had been randomly bestowed upon her (aren’t 
all our first names, for we have little choice in what we are called as 
it is dependent on parental whim). ‘John’ she much preferred, but I 
could not bring myself to calling her that. She was a woman, to all 
intents and purposes; there was nothing masculine about her at all, 
apart from the aforementioned rather large hands and adam's apple. 
Yet I too would be brought round to her viewpoint and found that it 
helped the counselling; sessions became more relaxed as I started 
calling her ‘John,’ and I will now refer to her under that name. She 
will also be given the masculine pronoun rather than the feminine 
for the rest of this story, as will be explained the further we proceed. 

Yet before tracing his past history, prior to his ‘emasculinisation,’ 
it may benefit the reader to know more about me and my profession. 
We psychotherapists are often accused of being nosy, cold, distant, 
uncaring, probing the psyches of not only our patients but also our 
friends. We are also often treated with suspicion as if we have x-ray 
eyes and can literally see through people, their motives, or what they 
are thinking. All of this is quite preposterous: we are simply human 
beings who work with other humans to elicit certain responses and 
free people of guilt-complexes. In my thirty year career I have cured 
hundreds of patients with deep psychological issues, ranging from 
kleptomania to drug-related problems, sex and alcohol addictions, 
paedophilia, necrophilia, gerontophilia, and many other philias, and 
such mundane problems as profound boredom and depression. I see 
myself as a doctor, a healer, a modern shaman, but don’t resort to 
any tricks of the latter, except communication and listening. My 
sessions always last an hour and during that time when I am with a 
patient it is rather like a ritual; the space we occupy is quite sacred, 
sacrosanct, special, an outer temple where we reveal and bring forth 
the inner temple of the mind. 

A therapist’s job is to first of all gain trust from his patient, to 
instil a level of confidence which can be used as a benchmark for the 
work we will be achieving together. If a patient doesn’t trust his 
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therapist—for example, he might be worried that he will think he is 
mad or schizophrenic or paranoid or any other such delusion—then 
there is no progression, no forward movement in our work. I say all 
this because I want people to understand: we are not quacks, 
confidence tricksters or charlatans, and many of us have also been 
through therapy so we are free of complexes that might hinder our 
own work. 

Yet it is totally different when it comes to treating a patient like 
John who has a unique history unparalleled in my profession, a story 
that is so bizarre that even I at first refused to believe. It was only 
after many sessions that I came to appreciate the enormity of the 
situation and realised he was indeed telling the truth. 

It might also be useful here to point out that I am a male, of 
heterosexual disposition, married with two children. I have never 
questioned my sexuality because I never had to. I have always been 
attracted to the opposite sex, but I do not see any problem if a man 
chooses to have a relationship with another man, or a woman with 
another woman. These are simply modes of expression in a very 
complex thing we call sexuality. The libido of a man is much stronger 
than a woman's; a man is more active in the sexual act compared 
with a woman’s passive approach. Yet there are exceptions to the 
rule. I have come across some very effeminate men who are not gay 
or bi, they just happen to be more passive than active. I have also 
come across some women who are distinctly virile, possessing all the 
characteristics we would associate with the male gender, but not 
butch or lesbian. These types of women tend to be independent, 
business-orientated, strict, disciplined and dominant, the sort you 
could imagine running large companies, commercial enterprises or 
corporations, the suit-wearing type. Yet John was a different kettle of 
fish altogether. He certainly looked like a woman, but didn’t possess 
all the traits of a woman, at least not what you would expect. He was 
gruff in his attitude, tending to clench his fists at times of great 
exasperation as though someone had done him some terrible wrong, 
stamping his feet in protest, and also had an ungainly manner about 
him that made him distinctly unfeminine at times. 

In gender-reassignment cases we can note the obvious things 
which tend to show the gender crossover had not been quite so 
successful. Apart from the dead giveaways I have mentioned there is 
always the deportment to be assessed. If it is a male-to-female trans¬ 
formation then we would expect to see the woman more feminine in 
her gait, the way she holds herself, the way she sits, etc. 
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TABLES OF 

COMPARATIVE TRAITS 


Masculinity 


Rigid Strength 

Principle 

Rationality 

Either/Or Logic 

Uni-function 

Efficiency 

Task-focused 

Linear 

Structure 

Western 

Predictability 

Duty 

Conservative 

Reductionism 

Solid 

Thought 

Compartmentalizing 

Mechanical 

Hierarchical 

Goal-oriented 

Hardness 

Republican 

Yang 

Tradition 

Left-brain 

Competition 

Apollonian 

Independence 

Consciousness 

Scientific 



Femininity 


Flexible Strength 

Compassion 

Intuition 

Both/And Logic 

Multi-function 

Sustainability 

Relationship-focused 

Cyclical 

Freedom 

Eastern 

Spontaneity 

Pleasure 

Liberal 

Holism 

Fluid 

Emotion 

Desegregating 

Poetic 

Lateral 

Process-oriented 

Softness 

Democratic 

Yin 

Experience 

Right-brain 

Cooperation 

Dionysian 

Interdependence 

Energy 

Artistic 
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It is not just a question of breeding either; women have distinct 
feminine charms about them which few transgenders are able to 
emulate, and always come across as false or affected. John had none 
about him which made me more convinced he really was a man, or at 
least had been born one, simply because he did not act like a woman. 
And the more I got to know him the more I began to feel comfortable 
calling him by his chosen name John. 

As a psychotherapist I have tried many approaches, from Gestalt 
therapy to primal therapy, from pure psychoanalysis to Jungian 
analytical psychology, and have always suited the method employed 
to the patient, rather than the other way round. 

I at first started using primal therapy because it is effective in 
uprooting deep traumas, like the agony of birth, and found it quite 
satisfactory to begin with. I uncovered this enormous reservoir of 
anger he had in him. Despite possessing no muscle or brawn, he 
could be very strong at times, and when pushed fully, his anger 
would burst out, not only being directed at the host (an inanimate 
object like a pillow or cushion we use for directing our aggression at) 
but also at me, and at one point he had me fairly pinned up against a 
wall; he was surprised by his own strength. This anger would then 
melt away and he would break down into sobbing (I have found 
behind all anger there is always sadness) and he described his crying 
sessions as ‘drops from a well of tears,’ quite a poignant phrase 
which perfectly encapsulated his state of emotional growth. 

We then moved onto what I call deep therapy. Here the patient is 
encouraged to relax, to close the eyes, to lie back on the couch and 
just drift, allowing the mind to open up. It was during one of these 
sessions I felt I was getting nearer the truth. He started to describe a 
long suppressed memory of when he was a child. His father had left 
him, and there was only his mother now and his younger brother. 
The father leaving him at an early age produced an extraordinary 
resentment, a resentment that was unsurpassed as if to say ‘How 
dare you leave me, Dad. You’re my father, you can’t leave me.’ It was 
a painful experience for the boy and the only way he could react to 
this rejection was to take it out physically and verbally on all those 
around him, including his own mother. He then started to describe 
another experience wherein he did not get his way. His mother 
chided him and he flew into a rage, a temper tantrum that she could 
only control by locking him in the toilet until he calmed down. This 
deep-seated aggression would always appear when he felt he was 
not in control. He would blame others; it was always somebody 
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else’s fault, as if denying any responsibility. In much later life I was to 
learn that really he had no moral compass to speak of; the absence of 
a father (something he desperately needed as a child) and a rather 
weak, ineffectual mother meant that he could pretty much do what 
he wanted to do. His understanding of the difference between right 
and wrong was arbitrary to say the least. It may be for that reason he 
drifted into crime, something which would become habitual through¬ 
out his youth. 

I then began to think that this may be the reason why someone 
had punished him, by taking away his masculinity and effeminising 
him. As the Romans chastised certain men by turning them into 
eunuchs, someone had chastised John to the hilt by turning him into 
a woman. 

This was borne out by a physical examination undertaken by a 
qualified surgeon who specialised in transgendering. She sent me a 
report on the tests carried out on John which indicated that possible 
gender reassignment had taken place, yet there was no conclusive 
proof. Although there were scars beneath the breasts, it might not 
have been for full breast augmentation. The scars were so small it 
was more likely they were there as a result of silicon implants. The 
breasts were certainly full of silicon, for they had no natural feel 
about them. And there were also indications of nipple realignment 
evident on both breasts. She added the marginalia that who ever had 
done the work had performed a remarkable job for the aureoles 
were perfectly aligned with hardly any visible scar tissue around 
them and were now fully healed. 

As for the vagina she examined this most carefully. Again there 
were indications surgery had taken place, but so professionally done 
it was hard to tell on a purely cursory level. The labia had been 
augmented (what we call labiaplasty or labial reduction where the 
labia are trimmed to stop them sagging—quite irritable for some 
women who suffer from elongated labia) had certainly been carried 
out, and John seemed to possess a designer vagina, for everything 
about the vagina suggested it had been augmented with a view to 
tightening it up. She could barely squeeze more than two fingers into 
the vaginal entry which John found to be exceedingly uncomfortable. 

She also concluded, after a full internal examination, that John 
possessed neither cervix nor fallopian tubes, and therefore internally 
was not of the female gender. Also, an artificial womb had been 
implanted, yet this was purely for aesthetic reasons; the penis head 
(glans) could lodge up against the womb giving the sensation that it 
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was physically similar to that of the real thing (but lacking a cervix). 
Consequently, it was a physical impossibility for menstruation to 
occur, although amenorrhea (non-menstruation) was more common 
in women than most people think. Because John did not menstruate 
this did not make him/her any less of a woman. Psychologically a 
woman suffering from amenorrhea feels less of a woman due to the 
impossibility of conception and never having a child of her own 
without artificial means. A woman only feels like a woman when she 
is possessed of the gift of life; it is the most natural gift incumbent 
upon all womanhood: the possibility of birth being the mainstay of a 
woman’s life, her desire to find a partner, to settle down with him 
and raise a family; these are natural desires which cannot be fulfilled 
in a woman who is barren and infertile: she believes she is robbed of 
womanhood and feels less of a woman for the sake of it, wondering 
why perhaps she is not gifted like other women who are able to lead 
perfectly normal and fulfilling lives. 

This desire for conception in the female adult reaches its height 
as soon as she hits puberty, staying strong throughout most of her 
younger years, declining during her later years, usually around forty, 
although there are cases where some have conceived well past this 
age. The onset of menopause signals the end of the menstrual cycle 
and subsequently the ceasing of ovarian production after which it is 
impossible for a woman to conceive. Most women at this stage in 
their lives tend to be erratic and irritable, prone to profound mood 
swings. Some may even show signs of morning sickness as the body 
undergoes this change (one woman I knew, who often suffered from 
depression, said it all started during her change of life; she was 
unable to sleep, could not keep her food down, often vomiting as 
soon as she swallowed it, and was subject to emotional outbursts; 
this had a deeply psychological effect on her life and her mental 
outlook suffered because of it, ruining any possibility of finding 
fulfilment through a loving relationship). 

Contrarily, there is a small percentage of women who find a 
bizarre satisfaction in not being able to conceive due to the disorder 
of amenorrhea; for them it is like having taken the pill with a 
permanent result, allowing them to lead a life of promiscuity without 
any repercussions or chance of pregnancy which would otherwise be 
denied them if they did not suffer from this disorder. For others, it is 
a debilitating condition, especially for those wishing to conceive. 
Some may try to overcome this by seeking to establish the menstrual 
cycle by artificial means so that they can conceive, although the 
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success rate is very poor. Therefore IVF treatment will be resorted to 
where an egg (in these cases, supplied by a donor) can be implanted 
in the womb and lodge itself against the walls of the womb after 
being artificially inseminated. Women are more likely to conceive in 
this way, so the psychological drawback of amenorrhea can then be 
overcome. In John’s case, as his womb was false, he would never be 
able to conceive as a woman. Also, it would be a near physical 
impossibility as an examination of his pelvis and hips showed no 
signs of displacement allowing for parturition; his pelvis, like most 
men, was too narrow for birthing to take place and was incapable of 
expanding like that of a woman’s. 

As for being a virgin, it would be impossible to tell. There was no 
hymen to pierce in the first place and, as previously mentioned, 
when John was transformed into a woman, the idea of having sex 
with a man was unbearable if not totally out of the question; since 
his change he had never had sex, although due to a strong sexual 
drive he did on several occasions resort to masturbation just to see 
what it was like to have the pleasurable sensations a woman would 
experience from digital manipulation. He never experienced a full 
orgasm through this method, and at one point when quite inebriated 
he attempted to bring himself to orgasm through the use of a dildo, 
but desisted as the man inside him rebelled at the whole idea of 
penetration: as far as he was concerned he was the penetrator, all 
women were the penetrated, therefore he forbade any further sexual 
exploration. Psychologically, I have to assume that having sex would 
make him feel like a woman; consequently, any form of contact or 
sexual experience would have to be avoided if he were to retain his 
masculinity. It is the old scenario of Jekyll and Hyde: the inner man 
has to assert his masculinity, whilst the outer woman wishes to 
express her femininity through her sexuality. It is a battle of wills 
fought in the soul of someone whose sexuality is ambiguous, not 
androgynous or gynandrous, nor a hermaphroditic type, but an in- 
between, or epicene type who cannot relate realistically to the world 
around him/her because the sexuality upon which the identity is 
based, and hence normal gender roles, is confused. 

As a straight male I too began to question my own sexuality and 
gender-defined role as a man when I took on John's case. It was not 
only therapy for him, but also therapy for me as I began to question 
everything I thought about myself, although there never had been or 
was any prevarication or ambivalence on my part, just a simple 
questioning of faith. After all, what does it mean to be a man? What 
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does it mean to be straight? Is our sexuality fixed at birth, or can we 
change it halfway through life, especially when we later become 
dissatisfied with the opposite sex? Perhaps a man may grow up to be 
a normal adult and find that although he was attracted to the 
opposite sex and had fairly satisfactory sexual relations with them, 
he felt emotionally dead, that something was sorely lacking in his 
life, perhaps an emotional depth that he could not find in any of his 
partners, and thus may seek to find solace in the company of his own 
sex, leading him to explore his sexuality by experimenting with some 
homosexual outlook. It maybe that he has become so dissatisfied in 
all the women he has met that none appear to give him what he 
needs, yet finds this need fulfilled through the men he meets. Yet 
does that make him a homosexual? Again, this is something I tended 
to examine in myself, not that I was dissatisfied in any way with my 
marriage, but it helped me to see the whole sexual sphere by looking 
at it from his point of view. Would he feel more like a man when he 
had sex with women, or more like a woman when he had sex with 
men? He could quite easily prevaricate between the two as he was 
neither and both at the same time, which, personally speaking, I 
simply found fascinating. 

As for being a man in the real world, we have to take on certain 
challenges which add to our mettle, such as defeating an opponent 
through physical means. Some men indeed only feel like real men 
when they engage in that type of behaviour and will resort to 
asserting their masculinity through fighting, often finding pugilism a 
winning formula; they have asserted their sex through aggression 
and feel more manly for it, as this is a perfectly stereotypical macho 
behaviour which all men can identify with, and with which some 
women find instantly attractive in their partners, seeing him as a 
strong, Alpha-type rather than weak or feeble, his physical, brutal 
strength being an attraction many women cannot resist. The hunk 
with developed muscle and facial growth may conform more to her 
idea of what a man is, rather than the limp-wristed effete who 
objectifies the gender-challenging stereotype, yet who also can be 
personable and less of a sexual threat to some women simply 
because their nature conforms more with theirs than the hunk. 
Indeed, in this day and age the hunk maybe an outmoded concept as 
more and more men are giving way to their softer, feminine sides, 
allowing themselves to open up and project their emotions in 
confidence without having this expression being ridiculed: it is a side 
that is more often than not repressed in order to conform to the 
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stereotypical image of manliness. 

Through the dynamics and interplay of the sexes we find our 
identities as sexual beings, but if that sexuality is in itself ambiguous 
then so too is the identity, for the individual is identified by his or 
her sexuality. Some men, for example, only feel like men when they 
have an erection; an erection is a sign of masculinity and potency. If a 
man cannot get an erection he feels less than a man and suffers the 
same fate as a woman suffering with amenorrhea; he is being denied 
his sexual expression, an expression that can only be complete and 
fulfilled through the act of penetration. The rigidity of the penis 
makes penetration possible; but if for some reason the penis can 
never become tumescent, then it is crippling for the man and 
emotionally damaging. The health of the individual may be to blame, 
or a low libido, or a lack of testosterone, all of which can now be 
compensated for by the ingestion of Viagra which, for men suffering 
from impotence, is a godsend, a gift without which they would never 
be able to perform in bed. 

As for John, he identified himself as a man through his nightly 
erections. I learnt that this was something he was proud of, and we 
explored this area of his life through a form of hypnosis, allowing 
him to step back into his past where he would relate his nightly 
conquests over the opposite sex, and indeed suffered no problems 
there, having a perfectly normal sexual appetite, if not slightly above 
the average, claiming he had many sexual partners, sometimes three 
or four a week, and how when he settled with one girl he not only 
demanded sex from her every night, but often did it four or fives 
times a day as well, perhaps bordering on compulsive behaviour. In 
fact, he would become sullen and withdrawn if his sexual outlet was 
denied him, and had to recourse to masturbation, yet it neither 
helped nor appeased his strong sexual appetite, for he found it was 
only through uniting with women that he became satisfied and 
happy, experiencing a deep bliss which would, with the right female 
partner, become profound and long lasting, his rapaciousness forcing 
him to find the right one should any fail to satisfy him. 

I learnt that this was also his downfall. Women would often get 
fed up with his sexual demands and as a consequence they would 
leave him, thus his relationships were hardly ever long-lasting or 
permanent, more often than not simply one night stands. And most 
would resort to labelling him a ‘bastard’ simply because he played 
around behind their backs, and upon finding themselves being 
cheated upon, threw him out of their accommodation, forcing him to 
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seek shelter elsewhere as he seemed to have a terrible habit of out¬ 
staying his welcome, never owning a place of his own, his parasitic 
behaviour probably also upsetting his female partners. 

This got me to thinking; if this was so then was it the revenge of 
some scorned woman which led to his transformation into a woman, 
with the literal transference of identity: now see what it’s like being 
a woman: see how you would feel being a woman cheated upon, etc. 

I entertained the idea but it was not a permanent notion as it 
seemed too petty to be true. There is no fury like a woman scorned, 
but surely even a woman scorned would not seek to exact some 
revenge by changing her lover's gender! No, it had to go much, much 
deeper than that, and the financial outlay, which probably ran into 
the thousands (if not hundreds of thousands) had to come from 
somebody who was not only well off but could easily afford it. 

Just think what it would take to abduct someone and convey them 
to some strange place which had been set up well in advance, then 
pay top surgeons to perform a gender reassignment in secret on 
somebody who was kept fully sedated throughout the procedure, all 
to exact some form of retribution. Surely what ever deed he had 
done nothing could compensate for robbing him of his virility and 
identity so completely that when he came out of his comatose- 
induced state he could not even remember not only who he was but 
what he was! 

It was for this reason—to find the culprit responsible and his 
motivations—that I took on John as a permanent case, determined to 
get to the bottom of it. 

Our fortnightly sessions became more frequent, at least on a 
weekly basis, then as we progressed finding a perfectly suitable form 
of hypnosis to allow the regression into his past, they became almost 
daily. After our sessions, which were recorded for posterity, I would 
go through all the notes I had made, and examined them with a 
critical eye, and began slowly to put the pieces of this jigsaw puzzle 
together. It took many hours of hard labour to get to the solution, a 
solution so shocking that even I was dumbfounded. 

This was not helped by John’s refusal to go back, to retreat into 
his clouded memory. He would balk at the chance as if unable or 
unwilling to confront some profound, deep fear like he was facing 
the devil himself. His face would go into a grimace as I tried to push 
him into this dark area. His hands would clutch tightly at the woven 
fabric of my armchair, his head sweeping from side to side as if fear 
itself was gripping his soul, and then I would have to terminate the 
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session and allow him some respite. It was deeply troubling for me, 
for whatever it was this mental block could not be penetrated, yet I 
knew it was beyond that where the truth lay. 

The situation reminded me of an old horror film where a woman 
is put into a trance and takes on the persona of a young dead woman 
who then has to go into a heavily guarded space where a magician 
has barricaded himself from any form of psychic attack. She is barred 
entry by two winged dragons blocking her way. ‘You must go in,’ her 
hypnotist tells her. ‘You must!’ ‘I cannot,’ she utters. ‘You must,’ he 
keeps demanding of her. ‘I cannot,’ she keeps repeating. Yet it is 
these deep psychological complexes, which hinder our progress, we 
all have to face at some point in our lives. It may be just a fear of the 
dark, or heights, or wild animals, yet these fears can usually be over¬ 
come in a therapeutic situation as long as they are recognised for 
what they are; simply complexes, and nothing more. 

It was John’s fear that was barring the way to his own salvation, 
as if it was something he did not (or could not) face himself. Yet it 
was only by facing it would any progress be made. I had to keep 
stopping the session, allow him to come out of it, reassure him, 
empathise with him, tell him it was okay (‘I’m OK—You’re OK', kind 
of thing) and everything was all right, and perfectly understandable, 
before I could put him back in a trance. We would try again and each 
time hit the same obstacle. His psychological fear had turned it into a 
monster, one that had to be slain; as in all myths it is the hero 
confronting the dragon which blocks his path to the eternal city or 
place of refuge. Yet he only becomes the true hero when the dragon 
is killed or captured. It was no different in John’s case. Having been 
robbed of his virility as a man he had succumbed to weakness and 
intemperance, lacking the courage to confront his own fears even 
though he knew deep down it was these very fears that were 
stopping him from being the man he was. I pointed out to him he 
would regain his identity as a man by uprooting these fears; only 
then would he be able to reach any form of composure. I even began 
to elaborate upon this by getting him to imagine he had a magical 
wand which he could wave at his enemy and by doing so the enemy 
would disappear. Yet this was only practicable when we were deal¬ 
ing with petty fears; it was the big obstacle that always impeded his 
progress to which not even a real wand could combat and defeat. 

I came to the conclusion that if I could give it a name he would be 
better able to deal with it. This conclusion was arrived at through my 
studying the Egyptian Book of the Dead. Although it is often derided 
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as a childish set of spells so that the dead could find comfort in the 
afterlife, I saw it as much more than that; a psychological map of the 
unconscious. In one of the chapters the dead man (or the Osiris) has 
to name every part of the boat that will carry him to the sacred land. 
By knowing every part of the boat and naming them the Osiris has 
control over it and is able to cross. In the same way, a secret is no 
longer a secret if everyone knows about it. The secret is denuded of 
its power which in the past had bound its knowers together. By 
knowing we can overcome anything for the mystery has then been 
eradicated; the secret, or the mystery, has been made conscious, the 
unknown known and thus no longer hidden or lurking in the deep 
recesses of the unknowable. 

But in order for me to do this I would have to dig up some facts 
about John's past. This could only be achieved by bringing his real 
identity to light. (To spare him any indignity or embarrassment I will 
refrain from giving his real name. As a professional it would be 
imprudent of me to identify him properly, as well as being a breach 
of patient confidentiality. I will continue to use the name he chose 
himself to be known by.) 

Out of my own expenses I hired a private investigator, giving him 
all the background information I had on John. He did not really know 
where to start looking, but as he was a seasoned gumshoe with a 
good reputation, I knew he would be more likely to find John’s place 
of birth, natural parents, school, work experience, etc., than I could 
myself. Besides, the inner world was my field of study, not the outer 
world of mundane things; that was best left to someone who knew 
what they were doing. 

Despite the dearth of information about John's past, the PI came 
to me one day with a name and a photo of John when he was a young 
man. It was a mug shot, and as I suspected, John had been quite a 
petty criminal as a young lad getting into all sorts of scrapes, from 
shoplifting, to housebreaking, car theft, and receiving and selling 
stolen goods. The local police had quite a tab on him, and his records 
showed he had been inside, but only for minor offences, nothing 
serious until about a year ago when he was charged with ABH 
against a former friend who had leant him some money which he 
refused to pay back. John took umbrage at his friend’s insistence he 
repay the loan and decided to punch him instead. 

I asked the investigator to track down who the claimant was and 
see if he could dig up any photos. This would give me a better idea of 
the sort of person his friend may have been. Was he a criminal 
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himself, a co-conspirator, or just someone who happened to be in the 
wrong place at the wrong time? 

Again the PI did not fail me. He came back with a big dossier 
which he bribed an officer of the law to let him ‘borrow.’ It contained 
transcripts of the trial, witness affidavits, a transcripted interview 
the claimant had made prior to the trial wherein he described in 
great detail how he came across John. There was also photographic 
evidence of the damage John had inflicted on his face, which in a 
word was horrendous. 

I now had before me not only a face but also a name (which for 
professional reasons I will withhold) and who I believed was the 
‘monster’ of John's psyche. This conviction became firmer the more I 
read of the transcripts, and any nagging doubts in my mind were 
soon eradicated when I also learnt that the claimant had come into a 
small fortune not long after John’s incarceration for the offence, and 
more than enough to cover the expenses of hiring top surgeons, 
lackeys or thugs to carry out his bidding, the purchase of a plot of 
land in the middle of nowhere and the construction of the secret 
room. Yes, it was now all finally fitting together. I had the man, the 
means and the motive. 

To understand the motivations which led him to perform one of 
the most outrageous acts of retribution I have ever come across, I 
think it would be constructive to go into some detail of the back 
history of the man, who I shall now refer to as only Mr X. (Since I still 
subscribe to the patient confidentiality clause, and I think it would be 
unwise on my part to name the perpetrator. Besides, any offences he 
may have committed should be dealt with by the police and Crown 
Prosecution Service. It is not in my remit to act as informant, but 
merely a counsellor. Further, it should be up to my patient to inform 
the police and press charges, if he so wished.) You will then see how 
their paths crossed, and judge for yourself whether he was justified 
in his actions. 

Mr XI would consider to be a young, well-educated man. He came 
from good stock, what we might call Middle Class, in contra¬ 
distinction to John's rather poor, lower-working class upbringing. Mr 
X was an intelligent and articulate person who seemed to be able to 
talk well on a variety of subjects. He was also a voracious reader, 
devouring tome after tome in his spare time, and even became 
something of a writer himself, although not hugely popular or 
successful. For this reason, to make ends meet as an aspiring author, 
he turned his hand to a variety of temporary part-time jobs and 
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found his niche in selling. In fact, he could sell snow to Eskimos as he 
seemed to possess the natural alacrity and gift of the gab most 
salesmen need in order to be successful in this field. He was target- 
driven, ambitious, with a flair for leadership, and one day found 
himself working for an old friend in his newly established business. 
The company was perfectly located for Mr X as it was literally just 
across the street from where he had temporary lodgings. This 
convenience was also matched by the fact that the hours were short 
and the work paid well (although purely on a commission only 
basis), which meant it suited him perfectly, allowing him plenty of 
time and energy to devote to his writing. 

He would go across the road at about 10.00 every weekday 
morning, have a chat with his boss, decide which areas they were 
going to hit for the day, and pick up the leaflets they would need to 
advertise their work. The rest of the team would filter in by about 
10.30, then it was just a matter of driving to the location, knocking 
on doors for a couple of hours, generate some good leads, and then 
head back to the office. Mr X would check the paperwork, make sure 
everything had been signed off correctly, and then return home by 
about 1.30 where he would have the rest of the day to himself. 

As a homeowner myself I have never been particularly fond of 
cold callers knocking on my door (at whatever time of the day) 
trying to sell me something. I have had so many now that I have put 
up a warning notice to stop them coming to my house and pestering 
me. It is a persistent nuisance in my area as the suburbs are always 
the target of door-to-door salesmen. My house just seems to attract 
these people so I would not be happy if Mr X came knocking on my 
door. Yet, from what I can gather from the scant information I had to 
hand, he was quite good at his job and could turn round any 
objection thrown at him, never taking no for an answer. In the space 
of an hour he could generate ten leads, of which 7 or 8 would convert 
into sales. From each sale he made he was awarded fifteen pounds, 
plus two pounds fifty override from any sales his team made. On 
average he was taking home around three hundred and fifty pounds, 
and on a good week anywhere from 400 to 500 pounds, cash in hand. 
As he lived in relatively cheap dwellings, this meant he had plenty of 
disposable income and would often treat his team to a drink after 
work if they had been successful and hit their targets. These targets, 
in comparison with Mr X’s self imposed ones, were realistic and 
achievable and given the fact that they were offering a free service 
with little or no investment on the part of the homeowner, it meant 
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that they were all doing reasonable sales and became a strong team 
who worked well together. If Mr X had a problem with a new starter 
(in this line of business it was a case of sink or swim, with many 
falling by the wayside simply because they did not have it in them to 
succeed) he would demonstrate his skills by taking the newbie with 
him and show him how easy the work was, and on one occasion 
exceeded his target by generating 18 leads rather than the usual 10. 
A new starter would be so impressed they would then go off by 
themselves and see if they could do it. On one occasion, a young lad 
who had just joined the team complained that the street he had been 
given was deserted and there was nobody home. How could he sell if 
he wasn’t talking to anybody when nobody was answering the door! 
Mr X went round with him and soon realised what the problem was; 
the young lad was not allowing enough time for the owner to answer 
the door. Instead he was waiting only a few seconds, got impatient, 
moved on to the next door and consequently burnt up the whole 
street in a matter of minutes. Mr X said: ‘OK, this is what we’re going 
to do. Instead of working my street, from which I've already got four 
leads, you go and work it and I will work your street. I’ll give you an 
hour. Then I will see how well you are doing.’ After an hour had 
elapsed Mr X went back to his own street and met up with the young 
lad who had improved by getting at least three leads for which he 
seemed quite happy. But when he saw how many Mr X had just 
generated on his old street (around ten leads) he became somewhat 
dismayed and quit the business never to return again. 

Mr X just seemed to have the knack for the work and could turn 
round any negativity thrown at him. On another occasion a young lad 
(they all seemed to be quite young for some reason) thought it would 
be funny to get Mr X to knock on a door he had already knocked on 
where he was greeted by an angry housewife who wouldn’t let him 
get a word in and told him rather impolitely where to go. Unwitting¬ 
ly, Mr X knocked on the door only a few minutes later to be greeted 
by the same irate woman whilst the young lad stood on the corner 
and watched, sniggering to himself, thinking Mr X was going to get 
the same verbal abuse. But he soon stopped sniggering as he saw Mr 
X calm the woman down and get into a friendly conversation, even 
giving her a leaflet which she appeared to accept rather gratefully. 
Mr X may not have got a sale from her, but he certainly got a smile, 
which he reciprocated and the woman politely closed the door. 

‘How did you manage that?’ the young lad asked him. 

‘Simple. Be nice to people. Remember, people don't buy products, 
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they buy people. Get them to like you, and if they like they are more 
likely to buy. Make them like you, make them interested in what you 
are selling, then close them. It is as simple as that.’ 

Unfortunately, over time it wasn’t quite that simple for Mr X who 
appeared to get through many wannabe salesmen: they just didn’t 
have the knack. He would assemble a good team together, only for it 
to last a few weeks before one of them decided to quit, and then had 
to recruit a replacement. The perfect team was himself as the leader, 
two to three canvassers, and a driver who would pick them up, take 
them to the location they were working that day, drop them off, and 
then collect them a couple of hours later. The latter position was 
ideal for a student or a housewife who just wanted to earn a few 
pounds per week, what would really amount to nothing more than 
beer money. One student who had just graduated fell out with the 
boss over his petrol money and left, vowing never to work for him 
again, to which the boss gave some nonchalant reply, knowing full 
well he would be easy to replace as there was always someone 
around willing to fill the vacancy. That person was in the form of 
John who just happened to come across an ad in the local paper and 
was looking for some part-time work to help pay for his gym classes. 
John had decided to not only get fit (his aspiration at one paint was 
to join the army which he knew he was not fit enough for, smoking 
and drinking taking a toll on his already poor health) but also to get 
big, thinking that adding some muscle to his rather tall frame would 
make him more attractive to women. So taking a part-time job like 
driving an hour a day and getting paid around twenty pound (plus 
petrol money) was ideal. It meant he could spend more time at the 
gym, eat better, and still go out partying. 

Now this is where the story gets interesting, for it was through his 
acceptance as a driver for Mr X’s team where the men two met. 

I’m not sure whether their feeling for each other was mutual 
when they first came across each other but I do know there was 
some animosity from other members of the team when John took 
over driving duties. He just seemed to have a habit of annoying 
people by trying to make out he was something special and better 
than everybody else, an attitude which grated on many, except Mr X 
who was a few years older than them and therefore more tolerant of 
his behaviour than the others. It soon became apparent that John 
wanted to be more than just a driver. In fact he saw himself as some 
sort of quasi-leader, believing he could take over Mr X’s role and that 
the team would be far better for it. This arrogance on his part was 
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even more startling when given the fact that he had only been in the 
business for a couple of weeks and already was feeling the team 
would be more successful under his leadership. And it was this 
attitude that made most of the team quit, with one young lad getting 
particularly annoyed by John’s persistent demands for a cigarette, 
complaining he didn't have any of his own. It soon became apparent 
to everyone that John was a user, not interested in other people only 
what he could get out of them or use them for. The company was 
quiet clearly a target of this abuse for he was only working so he 
could get free fuel for his car and would often turn up the next day 
with an empty tank, even though it was practically full when they 
finished the previous day. He also decided he knew better areas to 
work and ignored the advice of the boss, designating himself as 
leader. They would then be driven to this area only to find it was the 
same area they had worked the previous week, and consequently 
their overall sales dipped as they weren’t able to generate any more 
leads from an area that had already been well rinsed. 

John also had another irritating habit of going for breakfast as 
soon as he got his petrol money, complaining that he couldn't drive 
on an empty stomach. They would pull into a MacDonald’s after 
filling the car and then beg someone to lend him some money so he 
could get a burger, to which of course everyone declined. John would 
then sit in the car refusing to budge until someone helped him out. 
More often than not, it would come down to Mr X who knew that 
there was no possibility of working unless John was fed, and on 
many occasions bought him breakfast just so he could get the team 
to the patch so they could earn some money. 

It seemed John was all out for himself and had very few real 
friends. What friends he did have didn’t last long as they soon saw 
through him. He was the type of person who always made out people 
should help him by doing him favours. Conversely, when it came to 
people asking him for a favour, they would get a blunt brush off, as if 
it was almost audacious on their part to even ask. 

When he borrowed money from a friend he never paid the person 
back, believing he shouldn't have to, and had no qualms or scruples 
about being indebted to anyone. In fact, he made a habit of it, and 
must have amassed a huge size of debts to which his creditors soon 
got fed up with, begging he should pay them back. John, being quite a 
large, tall man, used his size to his advantage and would come over 
in a threatening manner. This would make his creditor back off in 
fear of physical violence. It seemed he had no moral compass and 
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used women for the same purpose, not only to satisfy his sexual 
demands, but also to rob them of any loose change they may have, 
invariably leaving with his hands full, only for them to awake and 
find all their money had gone. John quite obviously needed to be 
taught a lesson. And that is exactly what happened to him. 

Despite Mr X’s protestations about John, his boss simply refused 
to believe him or would fob him off by telling him not to worry 
another driver would soon be replacing him, which was quite 
obviously untrue, just a ruse to keep him happy. He kept stringing 
Mr X along until he also got fed up with it and threatened to quit. 
This would not have been to the boss’s advantage as he knew full 
well Mr X was the best salesman he ever had and would probably be 
very hard to replace. 

Things inevitably came to a crunch when most of Mr X's team quit 
because of John’s attitude, leaving only the pair of them in the team. 
Mr X watched in dread as his takings took a sharp downward turn; 
having no team meant no override. The only money he was earning, 
although far from meagre, was down to his sales and these were 
drying up fast as he found he was getting more and more jaded, and 
fed up with the way things were going. To be a good salesman you 
always have to be positive; it is the positive attitude that will carry 
you through the worst of times when things appear to be worsening. 
A negative salesman is a poor salesman; he will never succeed 
because he has already built into his belief the failure that can only 
be the true result. Yet one cannot continue working when placed in 
an environment where everything seems to be going wrong. To 
continue with a belief that everything is okay is a form of mental 
delusion which has got many people into a whole heap of trouble, 
incurring financial debts that seem impossible to clear. 

A young man who came to me suffering from depression had 
incurred a huge debt because he had been brainwashed into be¬ 
lieving the financial role he had taken on recently would make him a 
millionaire. It did quite the opposite. He was soon having to borrow 
left, right, and centre, just to stay afloat in a world where only the 
fittest survive and already have plenty of money behind them to see 
them through the roughest patches. He accumulated so many debts 
that in the end he went to some woods and hung himself. It was a 
great tragedy; the most shocking thing was he was only nineteen. A 
terrible waste of life blighted by insurmountable debts, a company 
which did not care about his misfortune or financial woes, and one of 
the very few cases where I actually failed. I pride myself in being 
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good at my job, but even I was unable to prevent the tragic, 
inevitable conclusion, no matter how hard I tried. 

There are other cases I could mention, not failures on my part, but 
ones where the tragic circumstances in which the patient finds 
himself, coming to my aid, is purely the result of their own blind 
acceptance. We all choose our own situations, and those situations 
which are less pleasing are down to us; we cannot blame others for 
things that are inevitably our own fault because we made a wrong 
decision or a bad judgement. And this is exactly the attitude John 
took; he blamed others for being in the situation he was in. It may be 
he did not quite deserve the form of retribution exacted upon him, 
but it was all due to his arrogance, his foolishness, and his own 
misguided notion of self-worth that brought his life crashing down. I 
could hardly feel pity for someone who deserves what they get, but I 
must admit there was a tinge of sadness when knowing what fate 
had in store for him. I daren’t say he learnt his lesson for he was 
adamant throughout all our sessions that it was nothing he had done 
that made him become the woman that he now found himself to be. 

But I digress ... back to our story. 

Mr X subsequently left the business, feeling that his boss had let 
him down, and started looking for alternative employment. He knew 
he would not possibly get anywhere near the financial security he 
had with his previous job, but decided to have a go at writing full¬ 
time. He had enough money in the bank to last him at least a year 
and reckoned that if he was to apply himself properly he could make 
something of it. It also meant, of course, he would not have to work 
with anyone else again, especially someone like John who he still 
maintained a friendly relationship with. The pair would often go out 
for the occasional drink and chat. Yet Mr X was not naive enough to 
believe that John wanted to see him only for a drink; he knew there 
was always an ulterior motive. 

On one such occasion John rang him up and suggested they go out 
for a few drinks. It was a Friday night and the town, although 
relatively small, would be packed with people, and they might even 
get to meet some women—if they were lucky. Mr X agreed to meet 
him later as he wanted to finish the chapter he was working on in his 
new book. He did not have a publisher lined up but published his 
work through a self-publishing programme where he was paid 
royalties from the sales of his book, and already had one or two 
published which were garnering good reviews. Having made quite a 
name for himself did not bode well with the young John who perhaps 
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resented the fact that his friend was getting somewhere in life and he 
wasn’t, and he would spend most of the nights they were together 
deriding him and his aspirations to be a writer of some repute, 
belittling his efforts. It is well-known that sarcasm is a form of 
defence; it detracts from one’s own mediocrity and failings; these are 
projected on to the other person, thus deflecting the attention away 
from the self. John was no different, and it may have just been a case 
of jealousy; Mr X’s upcoming fame rankled with him and therefore he 
had to reduce him in his eyes by making out he was better than him 
and Mr X was just a nobody. Contrariwise, it was John who was the 
nobody, so in fact the opposite was true. John always thought he was 
a somebody even though he had done nothing to substantiate this 
belief; there was nothing meritorious in his past history that would 
suggest otherwise: these delusions of grandeur would in the end be 
his undoing, as we shall soon see. 

Mr X met John in a jovial mood that night. He just finished the last 
chapter of his book, and all he had to do now was go back and 
proofread it, tidying up here and there, making any necessary 
amendments, and send it to the printer, so he felt like celebrating, 
and bought John a drink, not really expecting to get one back as John 
was the type of person who rarely carried any cash on him as it 
would mean he was indebted to buy his friend a drink back. He 
would often make some excuse like he left his wallet at home or 
hadn't been paid, or any other rubbish he could think of. Tonight was 
no exception: he hadn’t been paid as his boss [he was still working 
for Mr X's old firm) did not return from a meeting and left him a 
message saying he would be paid tomorrow (a Saturday) at around 
lunchtime when he was back in town. Mr X, perhaps rather foolishly, 
lent him some money on the proviso he would be paid back the next 
day, as soon as John picked up his wages. This was his first mistake. 
His second, when he was feeling more jovial due to the amount of 
alcohol he had consumed, was to lend him more later on. Although 
no indication is given about the precise amount loaned that night, I 
can surmise it was probably fairly small, merely beer money, not 
something large to be sniffed at either. But considering how little 
John was earning each week, it was no more than what he was 
accustomed to borrow for he always lived well beyond his means. 
Undoubtedly, as previously mentioned, John incurred several debts, 
none of which he had the slightest intention of paying back, nor did it 
grate on him; he appeared to have the knack of putting a mental 
block on anything which did not interest him. Yet woe betide anyone 


36 




THE RAPE TRILOGY 


he lent money to for he was sure to come down with a furious 
vengeance if the borrower was the slightest bit late in paying him 
back. It was a double standard he adhered to throughout his life, 
chastising any of his girlfriends for cheating on him, yet believing he 
had the perfect right to cheat on them. 

Now this is where things get a bit cloudy for I’m not sure what 
happened next. I gather from the brief notes made by the police and 
extracts from the defendant’s diary, that John disappeared later that 
night and Mr X lost track of him. As he couldn’t find him, and was 
feeling the worse for wear, he left his friend to it, and drifted home 
where he fell asleep. When he woke up the next morning he 
remembered his friend’s promise to repay him and got ready to meet 
him, knowing full well the first thing John would do once he got paid 
was to go to the pub. Mr X knew precisely which one as it was right 
next door to where he used to work. 

Upon entering the establishment Mr X was greeted by less than 
friendly glances from John. He found him at the bar having already 
consumed a couple of pints by the looks of it. When Mr X confronted 
him about the money he was owed, John’s response was first to 
ignore him, then to shun him, and then blankly turned round and 
said, ‘I don’t know what the fuck you are talking about.' He became 
belligerent with a surly attitude and pushed Mr X away from him at 
the bar and spent the next half hour with his back to him, chatting up 
the pretty barmaid who quite clearly was besotted with the fellow's 
bravado, thinking that this good looking young man was interested 
in her when he was probably only interested in two things: getting 
into her pants and getting into her purse, the stupid girl. 

Needless to say, Mr X was far from pleased. But what annoyed 
him the most was John’s complete denial of lending him the money 
in the first place. Money and friends always make notoriously bad 
bedfellows, and yet here was a classic example of a good person like 
Mr X succumbing to John’s insistence on helping him out only to be 
reproved with the attitude that it had never taken place. And how 
could he prove it? Who was around at the time who actually saw him 
lend the lout the money? Nobody; it was his word against his. 

Mr X walked out vowing to never speak to him again. It was his 
fault. He reluctantly admitted to himself he had been stupid to lend 
him the money in the first place, but he was feeling in such a good 
mood the night before that he couldn’t help it. Now he only had 
himself to blame. But how was he going to get it back? Should he go 
to the police? What was the point? John would only deny everything 
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anyway. Even with his bad reputation and list of misdemeanours, Mr 
X was going to have a hard time proving John had been nothing but 
dishonourable, even though they knew now what a despicable fellow 
he really was. Mr X was a good person who should never had been in 
a position whereby he would come across him. But that is precisely 
the whole point of this story: we are often forced to work with others 
who are less than honest and who obviously take advantage of our 
good natures. If John had not joined Mr X’s team, and in fact had 
never met him, none of the rest of this story would have taken place. 
It is because their paths crossed, their lives collided, that the two, 
who at one point had been good friends, were now bitter enemies. 
And it is this rivalry and Mr X’s inner resentment which would soon 
manifest in an alarming way, a way so outrageous it is impossible to 
even conceive the measures he took to get his revenge. 

Over the next two weeks Mr X bombarded John with text message 
after text message about the amount of money he was owed. John 
would either ignore these messages or tell him to ‘fuck off.’ This only 
exacerbated the situation for Mr X felt he had every right to demand 
repayment. He did not want to get back on friendly terms with John: 
he just wanted his money back. Understandably, after two more 
weeks of frustrating intercourse with John it was only inevitable that 
their lives would collide in a dramatic way. 

One night Mr X was in town with some friends celebrating the 
publication of his latest book. He felt it was better than anything he 
had written before. He was no longer a burgeoning writer; he was a 
fully established one, getting good reviews in the papers and 
magazines, and now had his eyes on higher things: seeing his novel 
translated into film. If that were to happen his name would be 
catapulted into the stratosphere and he would start earning real 
money, more than he could ever dream of. How little did he know 
that on this night the dream would turn sour and his quest to 
become a writer of merit would be deprived of him by the senseless, 
selfish act of one person, namely John. 

John had been avoiding the town pubs and bars at night knowing 
full well his old friend was around and still had a grudge against him, 
for what reason he couldn't remember; something to do with money, 
he imagined. Didn’t the stupid man know he had no money because 
he had just lost his fucking job? It was for this reason John went into 
town, not to find somebody who could help him out, but somebody 
stupid enough to lend him more money. He gravitated towards the 
town centre. Here there were four bars facing each other. It was 
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often the custom of the townsfolk to move from one bar to the next 
in a circular fashion. There was an old ritual calling ‘doing the 
rounds’ in which you had to drink a bottle of beer in every one of the 
four bars until closing time (approximately around 1.00 in the 
morning) without falling over and in the quickest time possible. The 
winner was he who had consumed the most and was still standing at 
the end of the night. John had done it in the past and won twice 
(thanks to the help of acquaintances who supplied the necessary 
funds) but he didn’t think he would ever be able to do it again. 
Besides, he felt terrible the next morning on both occasions and it 
took him all day to recover. However, if someone were to bet him 
then he would give it a go. All he needed to do was find a sucker. As 
fate would have it, she was standing by the first bar he walked into. 

Their eyes met across the crowded room. It sounds cliched but it 
was true. All John had to do was smile and flash his blue eyes at her 
and she would be hooked. But the funny thing was this blonde bimbo 
was about half his height. That didn’t matter to him. As soon as he 
got her on her back, height made no difference. As long as she could 
open her legs, allowing him entry, and had money in her purse, this 
was the one person he was going to use that night. 

Her name was Wanda, a pretty little thing from the north, who 
had ambitions to be a model, yet her height tended to preclude this 
dream so she was forced to work as a receptionist for the time being. 
She had perfect teeth, sparkling white, almost pearly in the glare 
from the lights of the bar. When she smiled her mouth seemed to 
flash, and John was immediately struck. She was just tall enough to 
reach the bar, helped by her six inch heels. She wore a tight black 
sequined dress that hugged her figure nicely and had wondrous 
breasts encased in a tight black bra. When John approached her 
naturally it was the first place his eyes drifted towards, for standing 
high above her and looking down, his eyes almost fell in to the 
expanse below. It made him smile, something she picked up on. 

‘Hi,’ she uttered with a wink. 

‘Hi,’ was all he could muster, and they soon fell into conversation. 

Apparently Wanda had been let down by some friends who 
couldn’t make it. She was not in the mood for staying in. It was a 
Friday night and she wanted to come out and see if she could meet 
someone interesting. 

Now, I hate to interrupt here but I hardly think John would 
conform to her expectations. He was not what you would call an 
interesting person. If anything he was a rogue, or in old-fashioned 
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terms a rotter, with only one thing on his mind. She, being in her 
early twenties, must have been aware of this before engaging in 
polite conversation with him, yet it was inevitable that his good 
looks would soon win her over. 

This reminded me of the time when in my student days I took a 
year out and decided to do some travelling. I ended up in Los Angeles 
and was staying in one of the hostels in Venice Beach. I met another 
student from London called Chris. He had also taken a year out to 
travel and just flew in from Australia where he met a young man 
who was travelling in the same direction. They both came to L.A. 
together and wanted to head straight for Venice as they heard it was 
quite Bohemian and laid back, just what they were looking for. His 
fellow traveller was held up at the airport for some reason, I struggle 
now to recall, but I think it was something to do with his visa. 
Anyway, when I met Chris at the hostel I soon struck up a friendly 
conversation with him. We were discussing where we were going to 
go that night. It was St. Patrick’s Day and the Americans had a 
custom of celebrating it in a big way, adding green colouring to pints 
of lager in all the bars. We decided we would hit the Circle, a small 
club on Main Street, and take along some of the other guests at the 
hostel, particularly one girl I had my eye on called Pippa. She also 
happened to be a Londoner so naturally she and Chris ended up 
getting rather friendly. This did not dismay me much, but what did 
was when Chris’ friend Tony turned up at the hostel. He had finally 
been allowed entry. He walked into the room where we were all 
sitting looking like some Apollo, with his finely chiselled features, 
bright blues eyes, tall athletic frame, and blond curly locks, topped 
off with a tight fitting cap. I just took one look at him and knew 
straight away that not only would Pippa be all over him, so would all 
the girls at the club. And that is exactly what happened. 

Judging by the photos my investigator managed to dig up, the 
same thing could be transferable to John as he was not a bad looking 
fellow when he was a young lad, and indeed had the same qualities 
as Chris’ friend, so I could imagine it being equally applicable here 
with his meeting with Wanda. She was all over him, the silly, gullible 
girl that she was, and insisted on paying for his drinks all night. He 
was, at one point, inclined to wager that he could do the rounds, but 
his libido got the better of him. Soon they were smooching on the 
dance floor, a funny scene if ever there was one, for her head was 
barely level with his chest and he had to crouch down every time he 
wanted to whisper something in her ear. What it was one can only 
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imagine, but it must have been agreeable as it made her smile. She 
grabbed her handbag and his hand and started dragging him 
towards the door. They were obviously planning on going back to 
her place for sex. But as fate would have it, who should walk in at 
that point? Mr X. It was the first time they had met since their falling 
out. The pair of them locked eyes and stood their ground, each 
motionless and blocking the other's path; Mr X was trying to get in; 
John was trying to get out. The whole club seemed to disappear 
around them; nothing else existed. It was two titans standing face to 
face, the rest of the world was oblivious, as were their friends. 

This was the confrontation Mr X had been dreading. John had 
threatened him on numerous occasions via text, vowing to punch 
him for having the audacity to ask him to return money he always 
considered he needed more than his friend. 

Quickly Wanda grabbed him, trying to pull him to the side, telling 
him to desist, but her words went unheard: John stayed his ground. 
One of Mr X’s friends jumped in front of the pair and tried to 
intervene. Mr X pushed him out of the way. As soon as the path was 
clear, fists started flying. Mr X, who had never been much of a fighter, 
launched a few blows, one landing right on John's chin. It shattered 
his knuckles and made him wince in pain. John took the advantage 
and hammered some serious blows, sending Mr X crashing to the 
ground, breaking his skull on the hard concrete floor. Blood was 
gushing from his head. If it wasn’t for the others, and the door staff, 
intervening John would have continued raining blow after blow, 
reducing Mr X to a bloody pulp. He was forced to back off, but not 
before he could land a kick to Mr X’s groin. He doubled up in pain, 
rolling around on the floor. 

It seems John was one of those people who have a chemical 
imbalance in the brain, or an extra chromosome, making them 
incapable of stopping. Once he started in the fracas it was almost 
impossible for him to stop. He literally had to be held down by four 
security staff who pinned him to the floor until the police arrived. 
They promptly arrested him on the spot, first for affray and then 
later, after Mr X was rushed to hospital and his injuries became 
known, for aggravated assault. 

Wanda, strangely enough, stood by him the whole time, and even 
went to visit him at the police station. What she saw in John we can 
only speculate, but she must have felt this was something that was 
not his fault, little knowing it had been brewing for a long time, and 
well before she met him. 
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There are some girls who are attracted to brutes; she must have 
been one of them, for she offered to help him out in any way she 
could, even offering to post his bail. Not only that, but she also 
believed he was innocent and should be exonerated of all charges. 
The little girl obviously had a little brain to match her diminutive 
size. Once he was out on bail, awaiting trial, she let him stay at her 
place so he would not get into any further trouble. John was warned 
to stay clear of the town centre and an injunction prevented him 
from going any where near Mr X. If he came across him by accident, 
he was to ignore him or cross to the other side of the street. 

There was little chance of that happening as Mr X had to spend 
several weeks in hospital to recover. He was diagnosed with a 
fractured skull, a broken jaw, three cracked ribs, a cracked cheek¬ 
bone which needed a steel plate, a smashed up right hand that would 
have to stay in plaster for even longer preventing him from being 
able to even touch a keyboard let alone write, and testicular injuries 
making it impossible for him to walk. Although these were not life 
changing injuries it would evidently take some time for poor Mr X to 
fully recover. He had to have his jaw wired up and found it difficult to 
talk or eat, the pain being unbearable, so intolerable at times he even 
thought of committing suicide. But there was one thing which held 
him together; the thought of seeing his so-called friend being sent 
down, preferably for a long time. 

The trial was looming. Mr X needed to get better by then so that at 
least he could walk into the courtroom with dignity. John had always 
protested his innocence right from the beginning claiming it was 
self-defence and denied the charges. He was going to plead not 
guilty, a wholly foolish gesture as the police had recovered the CCTV 
footage from the club. It quite clearly showed John landing the first 
blows and Mr X defending himself the best way he could. 

From what I can gather from the notes made by the police, John 
was denying any wrongdoing, even denying the loan from his one 
time friend. But denial is something little boys resort to when caught 
in a scrape. They don’t know how to get out of it, and denying any 
responsibility is a way of projecting blame on to others. As I have 
said to many of my patients in the past: there is no undo button in 
real life, and sooner or later we have to face the consequences of our 
own actions, even if they were mistakes we didn’t mean to make. We 
cannot undo them, there is no going back, and so we must shoulder 
that responsibility. Yet John was incapable of any such action. It was 
always somebody else’s fault, never his, a totally childish attitude to 
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take when weighed up against the seriousness of the charges he was 
now facing. 

I am not going to elaborate on all the things that occurred during 
the trial. The testimonials are tedious in themselves and would only 
bore you, but I will say that on the last day, when all of the facts were 
presented, and the possibility of incarceration was made known to 
him by his solicitor, he at the last minute changed his plea to guilty. 
Not that he felt guilt in any way for he had no conscience, but from 
his point of view he was wholly justified in his actions. As it was a 
mandatory bearing on the case, meaning a reduced sentence would 
have to be passed, he opted for the guilt-plea. 

John was sent down for two years with a possibility of parole 
after six months. It could be even less if he exhibited good behaviour 
and stayed clean inside, but this was far from consoling for his victim 
who felt that John had got off lightly. And it was this feeling which 
would inevitably guide him towards taking matters into his own 
hands and in a very drastic way. 

Once he was fully recovered, as well as it was possible after 
sustaining such horrific injuries, Mr X wasted no time in putting 
through a compensation claim from the victims support unit. This 
was set up to help victims of crime who may have suffered financial 
losses or serious injuries which would affect their livelihoods. Mr X 
apparently never fully regained the use of his right hand and had to 
learn to type using mainly his left which obviously affected his speed 
[he used to type very quickly; he had to because it was the only way 
he could keep up with his brain as ideas poured out of it at a rapid 
rate) and was reduced to taking about an hour just to write a few 
hundred words, whereas as before he could bash out in excess of a 
thousand. He was resigned to the fact that he would never be able to 
write properly again and so abandoned the idea of being a writer 
altogether. His motive for applying for compensation was clear: to 
use it to his advantage. His first goal would be to invest what ever he 
was awarded (a few thousand pounds, I believe) in various schemes 
to increase his wealth. One of these schemes proved very beneficial: 
playing the lottery each week where millions could be won. After 
about six weeks and spending literally hundreds of pounds on ticket 
after ticket, the gamble paid off. He won 2.6 million (it would have 
been more but that week the jackpot had to be shared between three 
lucky winners, apparently), not enough to gain a quick splash across 
the pages of his local newspaper, or indeed receive substantial press 
coverage like other lottery winners who scored big, but enough to 
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think about relocating, possibly buying a small mansion in Spain. 
After weeks of searching he found a palacio in the north of Spain 
where the temperature was just right most of the year, not too hot 
nor too cold (the latter seriously affected his wired jaw and steel 
plate in his cheek which necessitated him moving to warmer climes, 
the dampness of the English winters never having agreed with him 
anyway), and left England for good on the 31st of May, never to 
return again. 

It was here in Spain where he met some dubious people, ex-pats 
who had moved abroad to escape their criminal past, hoodlums who 
had accrued enough wealth to set themselves up for life in this 
relatively cheaper country. Many of the local police were also in¬ 
volved with these people and knew of their shady pasts and would 
turn a blind eye to any nefarious activities as long as they received a 
backhander in return. Also, should any prospective bounty hunters 
come looking, the police would always deny any such persons exist¬ 
ed in the nearby villages and towns where they were hiding. One of 
these people included a drug smuggler or baron who had enough 
connections to assert an impressive stance with the local authorities. 
Due to his many donations to the town’s interests his real identity 
was always kept secret, but I suspect he may well have been one 
Jimmy Cazzell (otherwise known as the Lone Wolf) who was highly 
sought by the authorities here in England. He had been deported 
back home twice only to escape each time and then disappear off 
their radar. Cazzell had friends in low places, and it would be these 
friends who would help Mr X put the next stage of his operation into 
effect: the abduction of John from England and his transportation to 
Spain via a secret route, the same one Cazzell probably used after his 
extradition back to the UK. It was simply a case of no questions 
asked, if the price was right, and as most of these people actually 
liked Mr X, they considered they were doing him a favour. The next 
part of the plan would be to find a suitable location to hide the 
abductee, somewhere few people knew about, where he could go 
missing for a few months with nobody the wiser. This turned out to 
be the easiest part of the plan, for land, especially rural land, was 
inexpensive and many acres could be had for only a few hundred 
English pounds as the land was seen to be unsuitable for agriculture 
as well as domestic dwellings. The one use to which it could be put 
was for grazing cattle or sheep. Mr X, to complete the picture of an 
aspiring farmer, bought a few sheep to go with the nine and a half 
acres he bought to the south. It was a perfect location in that there 
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were other farmers nearby who had done pretty much the same 
thing, and it was in the middle of nowhere, miles from any form of 
proper civilisation. In fact, one could quite easily get lost here as 
there were no road signs, no roads, only dirt tracks, with the 
occasional granja sprinkled across the virtually flat, indistinctive 
terrain. 

Once the plot of land had been paid for and the deeds signed, Mr X 
hired local builders (who were paid cash in hand) to dig a deep 
square hole in the middle of it measuring a perfect square of twelve 
feet (presumably this number having some inherent significance 
which I was never able to establish) and line it with concrete blocks 
and cement. The locals were told that Mr X was superstitious; he 
believed in a coming apocalypse and this bunker would be his 
shelter where he could seek refuge until Armageddon had passed. 
The locals, who also happened to be superstitious, believed him, 
especially when he quoted long passages from the Book of Revelation 
(in English, but translated by a Spanish priest) and used to point to 
the sky, indicating that was where the unveiling would appear, as if 
some great monstrosity was lurking in the clouds, ready to descend 
to earth, bringing with it a conflagration which would wipe away the 
entire land. It was all rubbish of course but served a purpose; to hide 
the real objective. The locals never asked questions, even when they 
witnessed tractors pulling trailers carrying huge plates of mirrors, 
thinking they would be used to deflect some evil powers beyond 
their limited knowledge, perhaps, little realising their true import. 

Once the walls had been built, the mirrors were then slid into 
place very carefully by a crane hired from the local builder, the same 
one who supplied all the blocks and cement. The crane was also used 
to lower the iron bed into the room. It was placed exactly in the 
centre with a mattress and two plain white sheets, and nothing 
more—the sparseness being to maximise the effect on the beholder 
when he awoke from his slumber—and that was all. The Spanish 
people who were helping out gave him a queer look as if to say: Is 
that all you need to shelter from this big event of yours? But Mr X 
would just politely smile back at them as if they were ignorant 
children who would never understand, and left them to their own 
perplexity. 

The top was covered over with huge timbers of wood, slightly 
elevated towards the middle so that the ceiling was angled, allowing 
more daylight to percolate through the aperture which was going to 
be sealed with the drain cover. Rough turf was laid over the top, and 
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around the cover, and after a few weeks it was almost impossible to 
tell the room even existed. There was no apparent indication, and 
certainly no visibility from a few feet away, not even from the air, so 
that any unfortunate creature who was trapped in the room, would 
remain unknown and hidden, possibly for all eternity, and I think 
that was the main idea. There was also one ingenious device which is 
worth mentioning here; the drain cover was fitted with one-way 
glass, meaning that one could only see out, no one could see in, so 
that the light from the bulb was also invisible, hidden from view, 
otherwise there would be a strange glow emanating from it, possibly 
visible at night. The electricity to power the bulb was simply some 
solar cells built in to the rim of the cover. It provided sufficient 
power to keep the bulb lit all the time; the sunny land of Spain was 
an ideal place for converting solar power into electricity, especially 
during the long days of the summer months. 

Now that the room had been set up, we can imagine the next stage 
would be to locate the culprit and have him brought over to Spain, 
and then dumped in the room. Or at least that I what I think the idea 
was. But I have a feeling that something may have changed Mr X's 
mind; not simply to get hold of John, abduct him, and drag him all the 
way to the room, but to do something else which would make him 
change his ways for ever. And it was purely by accident that I found 
out what it was. 

As I mentioned, Mr X had become acquainted with some rather 
unsavoury types who were perfectly willing to do his bidding as long 
as the price was right. It was through one of these contacts that Mr X 
came across an underworld criminal who had been trying to evade 
justice for many years, and found himself holed up in Spain, keeping 
a very low profile to avoid arousing any suspicions and even changed 
his identity. By now his criminal ways were well behind him and he 
wanted nothing more than to retire and live off the proceeds of his 
many blags. But the problem was his face was well-known; it had 
been pasted in nearly every paper all over the world, and infamy was 
something he did not revel in. Unlike someone like Ronnie Biggs who 
enjoyed notoriety, although fully conscious his infamy would bring 
bounty hunters sniffing at his door, thus presenting the possibility of 
capture and extradition back to his homeland to face justice, our ex¬ 
criminal preferred to remain aloof and obscure, allowing only a 
select circle of friends and confidants to know his true identity. He 
took it one step further by seeking help from a well-known, eminent 
plastic surgeon called Dr Gonzales, who was also known to perform 
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other types of operations if the pay was exceptional, including 
gender re-assignment. It seems the good doctor performed such a 
perfect job on his patient that few of the fellow’s cons actually 
recognised him afterwards, and in only a matter of weeks, after the 
skin around his face had healed properly, was he able to walk among 
them with even less being wise to his past identity. 

So I can guess what happened next: Mr X became friendly with 
the ex-con and learned of this doctor, contacted him and made an 
arrangement. Now I know, going by the papers before me, that Mr X 
had some plastic operations done, quite trivial like rhinoplasty (his 
nose never did heal properly after the scuffle with John), a jaw re¬ 
alignment (the wires holding the broken jaw together were removed 
and replaced with steel pins), and a cleft was created in the chin to 
make it look less obvious that the jaw was broken. During these 
sessions one can imagine the kind of conversations Mr X was having 
with the doctor. For example, Would it be possible to make a man 
into a woman but in a convincing way? What would be the cost for a 
complete transformation? How long would it take? Would it be 
possible for the patient to be kept under sedation for a few weeks 
until he had healed? Would there be any indication of the surgery 
having been performed? Would it be possible to pump enough 
oestrogen into a man to make him not only look but also feel like a 
woman? And so and so forth. 

We can only speculate what the cost was and the amount of time 
it would have taken for our poor unfortunate victim to undergo such 
a drastic transformation, but we do know that Dr Gonzales was not 
immune to bribery or corruption. Police reports could substantiate 
the fact that this kind of work would be right up his street as he was 
by all accounts a brilliant and supremely gifted surgeon, except he 
had a peculiar bent. Like all scientists and doctors he liked to toy 
with possibilities, at what was possible, and surely this task he had 
been propositioned would have fallen into his scheme of things: to 
make a man a woman, practically overnight (as far as the patient was 
concerned) and without the legal requirement (especially in this 
country) where by law a transgender opting person has to live as the 
opposite sex for six months, meaning for a man the wearing of 
woman's clothes, make-up, jewellery and other feminine attributes, 
24 hours a day, seven days a week, not just at home but also at work, 
to prove their assertion that congenitally they were of the wrong sex. 
I’m not sure of the laws in Spain and how applicable this statute is in 
that country, but I would have thought to practice such an operation 
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without their permission, without signing a disclaimer, without their 
conscious knowledge and without the consent of the authorities, was 
surely somewhat irregular if not reprehensible. It seems the doctor 
could be bought at a price, nor did he ask any questions. Ethics or the 
Hippocratic oath didn't come into it; for him it was purely money 
that counted, and the more money he earned, the more he was able 
to carry on living the kind of life an exceptional, noted career like his 
could afford, with villas and other properties all over Spain, as well 
as possessing a luxury yacht that took more than the average cost of 
a house to fill its fuel tanks. And because he worked in relative 
obscurity it was almost impossible to implicate him in anything 
nefarious or untoward, although he did have a reputation which was 
a little suspect. (Some say he carried out experiments that were 
unethical, but nothing in the realms of a notorious doctor like Josef 
Mengele). He perfectly fitted the description of a doctor who was 
more than capable of carrying out such a task. It was now just a 
matter of placing the patient in his care and letting him have his 
wicked way with him. 

You could almost imagine Mr X filing the doctor’s head with 
nonsense and seeking to justify his motives by stating how bad a 
person John was and how he needed to be punished; the punitive 
measures far outweighing the consequences, and the doctor being 
fooled into thinking the boy mostly deserved it, for knowing John 
personally, I can vouch he was not all good, but he was not all bad 
either, and none of his actions of the past could surely warrant such 
an excessive form of revenge where not only had he lost his 
masculinity but also his identity, and that was probably the whole 
point. For John revelled in being a man, or having his way with 
women, treating them like cattle to be bought, to be had, and to be 
done with, cast aside only for a new opportunity to enter his sphere 
and he would do it all over again. He prided himself on being a man, 
even boasted he had bedded three women in one night, not all at the 
same time, you understand, but in quick succession, one after the 
other. He could be described as a walking dildo for he had a libido 
that was not only strong, it was intractable, and he has a young man 
hitting puberty had virtual priapism where it was necessary to either 
masturbate compulsively or pour cold water on it to get the thing to 
go down. But he, like most men, was proud of his erections: they 
made him feel alive, powerful, capable of anything, and he never 
turned down any opportunity of proving to himself the man that he 
was, even swimming through an ocean of vomit if there should be a 
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vagina at the other end waiting for him. Whether any children were 
born of these random couplings is uncertain, but in all probability 
there most certainly was, so not only was he a young man, perhaps 
with a one-time partner, he was also a father, something Mr X never 
was. And this may have goaded him on even more; for how perfect a 
punishment is there than emasculating a man who can prove he’s a 
man by bedding as many women as possible, then taking away the 
very thing that made him a man: his penis, his testicles, his muscles, 
his libido, everything that he identified with as a man, everything 
that constituted his idea of his own masculinity. The doctor must 
have been rubbing his hands with glee just at the thought of it for he 
was a known homosexual who had an intense dislike of women, and 
also men who were into women, something he could not abide. His 
chagrin would have made him an ideal candidate; all Mr X had to do 
was provide him with a perfect specimen of the type of man he de¬ 
spised and let him loose, seeing himself perhaps as a god looking 
down on his own creation, or a sculptor who was working with 
marble, transforming something as grotesque and ugly as a man who 
enjoyed women into something beautiful like a woman in her prime, 
with all the pulchritude it would imply, who would resent not only 
being stared at by other men, but incapable of uniting with them, 
thus a perfect ploy the doctor would have relished. 

How poor old John ended up in his hands is not quite known, 
although we can speculate some friends of Mr X in England may have 
located him and either knocked him unconscious or sedated him, 
then threw him in the back of a van and escorted him out of the 
country, taking the smuggler's route to Bilbao, before shipping him 
to the one of the doctor’s villas, or should I say lairs, as it was known 
in most circles he had a habit of working from home, so an operating 
theatre in one of them would be perfectly feasible, and perhaps most 
necessary if one were to avoid any suspicions and wished to work in 
private, undisturbed. 

I want to stop here before continuing because I want everyone to 
not only understand but appreciate what was happening here. Can 
you imagine, if you were John, a young man with your whole future 
ahead of you, and the sort of body and looks you would be proud of, 
with a knack for getting girls into bed easily, being able to charm 
them and having no qualms about dumping them afterwards, with 
the right amount of muscle necessary to stand your ground in the 
competitive world of louts and yobbos, also having no compunction 
about stealing from friends, thinking you could get away with almost 
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anything, even murder, only to suddenly find you have woken up in a 
strange room, in a foreign country with no recollection of how you 
got there, and seeing a face in the mirror you did not recognise 
(except the eyes for they never lie) and finding you now have the 
body of a woman. How would you feel if it happened to you? And 
imagine the amount of planning and execution it would take to 
achieve this, for Mr X must have been quite an exceptional person to 
not only think about doing it, but also having the means to be able to 
do it. He was methodical, resourceful, expeditious, exacting, careful 
and above all fanatical, something he most have thought about day in 
and day out, ever since he felt his friend had done him a disservice 
and needed to be taught that lesson. Not only that, he was also 
uninvolved, to a certain degree, for he hired other people to do the 
work for him and was thus not directly implicated although he 
obviously planned and funded the whole thing. How clever was that, 
and almost impossible to prove he was involved because he would 
have kept his distance, and the piece of land where the room was 
located probably wasn’t even under his own name, but somebody 
else’s or an alias. 

I say all this because there is, in this instance, a certain irony 
about it; the man who had provoked this retribution was no longer a 
man; he was now a woman, a displaced person, of no fixed abode, no 
real identity and no friends he could use or rely on. Everything had 
been taken away from him; now he was just a very confused person 
who had two options: to embrace his new found sexuality as a 
woman (and all that it implies, i.e. heterosexual relationships, 
wearing the right clothes, behaving the same way as women do, etc.) 
or reject it and try to establish a quasi-masculinity that no longer 
existed. Surely the latter would be going against the grain, for not 
only would you have to establish yourself as a man but also have the 
balls of a man to prove it. Nor was it just simply a case of sewing a 
penis back on (any penis I suppose would have to do, although I 
rather suspect his old one was now pickled in a jar adorning Mr X’s 
mantelpiece like some prized trophy), but reversing the whole 
procedure and help him to get back to what he was. But this 
retrogressive action could only be done by professionals and 
prohibitively expensive, not the sort of thing done under the NHS, for 
example. It would also require years of therapy, counselling, 
evaluations, other cosmetic procedures like breast reduction, 
testosterone replacement therapy, and mentoring, none of which the 
patient could afford. 
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Of course, there was one other option open to him: to find the 
man who had done this to him. But where would you begin? Spain is 
a large country. He might not even be there anymore. He might have 
moved on, Spain being his temporary domicile until this work, his 
magnum opus, had been completed. I couldn’t imagine him staying 
on there. It would have been foolish to do so. If he had any money 
left over, perhaps enough to relocate, then he could have moved 
elsewhere. That was something John was going to have to think 
about. Right now I wanted to get him to face his fears, to embrace 
this deed that had been done to him, confront it head on, then, and 
only then, could he move on and take whatever path lay open to him. 

Our sessions resumed after a brief respite. I needed to make sure 
I was right about my facts, for if I was not convinced myself, then my 
words would ring hollow and untrue, and that would never do in a 
therapy situation for it would sound like a lie. After all the research I 
had carried out and all the information accrued, I was positive I was 
on the right track; all I had to do now was get John to accept it on a 
conscious level. Subconsciously I think he knew, but he was unable 
to accept it consciously, and this was his demon lurking within which 
he needed to tackle. It was no good either him saying, ‘Yes, okay, 
you’re right.' He needed to feel it deep down in his bones, to accept 
that not only was the real culprit someone from his past, but also it 
was his past which was to blame, and this was payback time, 
something I knew he would never be able to accept on a conscious 
level for he believed he had never done any wrong, and had an 
annoying habit of twisting everything around in his head as if he 
could re-write history. This was another habit from his past, and 
probably unshakable. He was resolutely stuck in a frame of mind 
where he was always right, everyone else was wrong, where he was 
always beyond reproach, never done wrong to anybody, therefore 
there could be no such thing as payback time. He was innocent of all 
charges, and this firm conviction also exonerated him of all blame as 
well. And this is how our relationship began to sour, for he always 
maintained a great injustice had been perpetrated upon him for 
which there wasn't the slightest excuse. It was rather like someone 
living on cloud cuckoo-land, too scared to face the truth or stare 
reality in the face. The analogy of the ostrich with its head in the 
sand is perfectly apt and applicable here for this implies that if you 
bury your head then the rest of the world doesn’t exist and is 
obviously a form of psychosis more often than not met with in 
paranoid schizophrenics, delusionals, and compulsive liars. The 
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truth can sometimes hurt, like a frigid young woman I treated who 
had an extraordinary fear of sex, seeing penetration by a penis as 
akin to being cut by a knife. After much therapy, and with the 
resolution of the repression, it was discovered her father had raped 
her when she was young. She must have been no more than eight or 
nine years old, but it was something she kept hidden from her 
conscious self all her adult life. It would always manifest in aberrant 
behaviour like kleptomania (she had a tendency to steal men’s 
wallets), pyromania (she had a habit of burning down men’s homes), 
and nymphomania (a sexual preference for women only, no men at 
all), and could only be cured by the conscious introjection of the 
traumatic experience. After that she led a perfectly normal, healthy 
life and went on to become a happily married woman with two 
children, both girls. 

In another instance, Glen was a man in his mid-thirties who had a 
tendency to wear his wife’s clothes when she was out. She caught 
him one day and told him: ‘If you can’t be a man, like other men, then 
ship out. Or see a psychiatrist!’ He was consequently referred to me, 
although he saw nothing wrong in wearing women’s clothes. There 
was no traumatic experience in his past which led to this tendency; 
there was no psychological complex we can speak of that made him 
do it; it was simply that he enjoyed being a woman at times, with a 
fetish for woolly jumpers, black leg stockings, and high heels. He 
wanted to explore not only his sexuality but also his gender. In the 
same way that certain men with professional roles like businessmen, 
managers, CEOs, etc., wish to relinquish control and be dominated in 
a safe environment, Glen like to see and feel what it was to really be 
a woman, often when alone spending countless hours applying 
make-up, or trying different wigs, to see which made him (in his 
eyes) appear to be more beautiful. But this exploration of gender 
stereotyping became excessive, even for his wife, who eventually left 
him (she discovered he was still wearing her clothes when she was 
out, even though he had expressly stated the habit had ceased), and 
realised that it was impossible to go back to being just a man ever 
again. He consequently decided he wanted to be a woman full-time, 
not just occasionally or secretly, but overtly in public all day, every 
day, and sought gender re-assignment. 

I helped him through this difficult transitioning period, difficult in 
that it was a serious decision to take, and required the commitment 
and bravery that has to come from deep within. Glen, or Glenda as he 
preferred to be known afterwards, went on to live a perfectly normal 
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life as a woman, even settling down with a man who accepted his 
past as a man. Glen was reconciled with Glenda. By that I mean the 
man in Glen was happy to become the woman he wanted to be, and 
the transition from one gender to the other went smoothly, although 
it has to be admitted I myself found it difficult to take at first as Glen 
started coming to my office dressed up like a woman. His make-up, 
jewellery, clothes, poise as a woman, the way he sat on my couch 
with legs always crossed and slightly bent to one side, was some¬ 
thing I had to come to terms with if the therapy was to be successful. 
I had to learn to take him seriously as a woman, calling him by a 
woman’s name, and shaking his hand at the end of the sessions 
daintily as you would do with a real woman. So not only did he have 
to go through this transition period, so did I, by having to accept him 
as a female patient. Only then could the therapy reach a satisfactory 
conclusion. 

Of course Glenda, although happily settled down in her new role 
as a woman, never went on to have any children of her own. That 
was always going to be a physical impossibility. But she did lead an 
active sex life and enjoyed being penetrated by a man, although 
artificial lubricant was a requirement. Once the vagina had properly 
healed and was free from pain, she was quite happy to penetrate it 
herself by using an assortment of dildos of varying sizes and shapes, 
and found through this practice that she could accept her new 
gender far better; it made her feel like a complete woman, so to 
speak, in that what remnants of the man were left inside her soon 
disappeared altogether: she crossed over naturally, and completely, 
from one side to the other. Glen became Glenda entirely, free of 
shame, guilt, doubt, or any other such psychological complexes that 
inhibit the inner freedom of movement or psychical progression. By 
the latter I mean the psyche, which some believe to be neither male 
nor female, but both at the same time, like the soul (in Plato's 
definition) is sexless and not compounded by the physical body of 
what ever gender, so that it can be male or female, or asexual in the 
sense as it possesses neither quality, although others believe the soul 
gives definition to the body and its gender when it descends into the 
flesh. And this can almost be backed up by the knowledge that when 
the foetus first begins to develop it is in actual fact female for it 
possesses XX chromosomes, until it reaches a certain stage in its 
development, then the Y chromosome is introduced making it a 
male. That is why men are born with nipples. We don’t really need 
them as they serve no function: they do not fulfil the same function 
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for us as they do for women, it is just that we were female to begin 
with and suddenly switched to becoming men. Should an obstruction 
take place in the physical development of the foetus at this critical 
stage then we have what is called hemaphroditism, an anomaly that 
is extremely rare for there are few real genuine cases of proper 
hermaphrodites, such recorded cases being exceptional. Where the 
genitals are not fully formed, seeming to be both a penis and vagina 
at the same time, if this exception occurs then a doctor is assigned 
after the birth to determine the true gender of the baby by an inner 
examination. If the uterus and fallopian tubes are present, with what 
appears to be a fully developed womb, corrective surgery will be 
carried out and the penis-shaped protrusion will be excised, allowing 
full, normal development to take place. It is a one in a billion chance 
of this ever happening for it is almost physically impossible for both 
genitals to be present in the same body at the same time, although 
where such an instance does occur, especially in primitive societies, 
the child will be treated as a divine being, and in some cases will 
actually be brought up as an androgynous person, a bi-une being, or 
two-in-one person, as if the lack of bifurcation was a sacred act, a 
divine endowment, and the child is thus thought to be closer to their 
concept of god, who in their primitive opinion is neither male nor 
female, but truly hermaphroditic, possessing both qualities at the 
same time. 

Having said that, it is easier to convert the penis into a vagina 
rather than the other way round, simply because there is more flesh 
to work with. The transition from male to female, for this reason, is 
more common. The transition from female to male, although it does 
(and can) happen, is not so common. The formation of the penis 
takes considerable skill. Tissue has to be taken from other parts of 
the body. The vaginal entry has to be sewn up and the labia are then 
formed into testicles, or ball sacks, but without the testes within 
them, artificial balls being used, usually plastic. It is a arduous and 
complex procedure, the transitioning from male to female being 
much quicker and easier, where quite the reverse takes place. The 
labia are formed from the tissue of the testicles, the testes are 
excised completely, and a hole is created to form the vaginal entry, 
with the head of the penis becoming the clitoris. 

I had to assume that in the case of Glenda the operation had been 
successful. And she even had the audacity, at one point, to show me 
her vagina as an affirmation of her womanhood, and relished being a 
woman, proud of her new genitalia, which, to an untrained expert 
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like myself, looked perfectly normal from outside and could easily be 
passed off as a real vagina. At first the hole was slightly small. Glenda 
had to enlarge it through digital manipulation and exercises with the 
aforementioned dildos to allow for the penetration of a real penis 
without suffering any discomfort. In fact, her male partner, who we 
presume was straight sexually speaking, found her vagina to be quite 
pleasurable because it was tight, in the same way that some older 
men prefer younger women simply because being young they have 
not gone through the process of parturition whereby the vaginal 
entry is enlarged allowing for the birth to take place. Afterwards the 
vagina is never the same again for its stretching has a permanent 
effect and in some cases can become so loose that women will leak 
bodily fluids which would otherwise be held in check. Hence the 
reason why some women prefer to opt for caesarean section as it 
does not interfere with the vagina, keeping it nice and tight, allowing 
for maximum pleasure for themselves and their partners. Indeed it 
seems to be quite fashionable, especially among celebrities, to opt for 
caesareans rather than a natural birth for this very reason, although 
there is a restriction on how many caesareans a woman is allowed to 
have, age being a factor and the possible risk to her health, as well as 
to the baby. 

To say I was struggling with John would be an understatement; he 
was so fixated on the fact that he was innocent, blameless, and 
possessing a past without a blemish (even though I could prove he 
had a criminal record) that we were forever going round in circles. It 
seemed I needed to rethink the whole thing and try a new avenue of 
approach, something that would break the deadlock, for it was like 
listening to a scratched record at times. The stylus was firmly stuck 
in the same groove. I was forced to resort to alternative treatment, in 
this case the medicinal application of cannabis and perhaps LSD, 
something that was outlawed in this country, but was still legal in 
other parts of the world, namely Canada and Australia. If I wished to 
carry out this from of therapy then I needed to apply for a licence. It 
would be granted on the sole condition that the patient was an 
exceptional case and it would benefit the treatment. 

There is in some psychiatric circles an argument for and against 
this approach. Some see it as artificial in the same way that a 
mystical experience brought about through the ingestion of drugs is 
artificial and not real. Yet this can be quashed when we consider it 
from the point of view of the patient: it is real for him. If he is 
convinced he has experienced God, then it will have a profound effect 
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on his outlook, his mental development and the value he places not 
only in his life but in the lives of others, especially loved ones. 

Many years ago when I was a practicing psychologist in Berkeley, 
California, LSD was accepted as an anti-inhibitor and was used in 
therapeutic situations for over twenty years before it was outlawed. 
I, for one, was dead against the ban, because in some cases the 
patient needs to be exposed to deeper levels of the psyche, which is 
exactly what these hallucinogenic drugs do; they open up the mind, 
allowing for the exposure of latent contents that would otherwise 
remain hidden and beyond reach. In therapy we are trying to get the 
patient to come to terms with these complexes that are there but 
beneath the surface; they need to be made conscious. If hypnosis, or 
other trance work, does not work, then there has to be a viable 
alternative option. 

With considerable petition on my part I was allowed access to 
cannabis in a liquid form, as well as a small dosage of LSD (which 
was never used), but this had to be underwritten by the UPI, the 
governing body of psychiatry, who only granted a licence if the 
treatment was recorded and fully notarised. I accepted and was 
thankful that I was being given a chance. I had been an advocate of 
this form of treatment for many years, and even considered doing it 
illegally if the treatment merited it such was my conviction that it 
would be more successful than any other approach. That this was the 
only way we could help the subject I had to prove by a lengthy 
dissertation which eventually formed the basis of my last book, but it 
was the only way I could push through his self-imposed barriers and 
inhibitions to reach a satisfactory conclusion. 

As with before, our sessions started off with the patient getting 
comfortable and relaxed. We would commence with a general chat, 
like how he was feeling, was he happy where he was staying (in 
sheltered accommodation at present funded by the council), what 
happened since the previous time I saw him, and his general well¬ 
being. It was quite apparent he did not feel comfortable in his own 
skin. He was fidgety, constantly averting his eyes, clenching his fists 
for no discernible reason, and muttering under his breath most of 
the time. These were, of course, indications that he did not want to 
be here, as well as nervousness at the prospect of what he might 
have to face. I spent several minutes explaining to him what this 
session would entail and how it was necessary that we use a mild 
hallucinogen like cannabis first to unseal his subconscious. I asked 
him whether he had ever smoked it before. At first he couldn't recall, 
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then begrudgingly he did admit to smoking it, once reassurances 
were in place. His memory seemed to come back to him, albeit 
temporarily, and we began discussing how it felt to be stoned, to be 
chilled out, and totally relaxed. I explained to him this would be the 
same thing, only it would be slightly different. He would be drinking 
a solution of cannabis rather than smoking it and then he would 
become more relaxed and free to explore his psyche. 

The first thing we had to confront was the inbuilt barrier blocking 
off his past. It was if he refused to remember his past, unable to delve 
into it. I think this was merely a defence mechanism; he had built up 
such a perfect picture of himself, how he saw himself as a person, 
now having regained some semblance of self, that he was frightened 
the work we were embarking upon would somehow undermine it 
and bring his beloved picture of himself crashing down. This fear 
was another one of his inner demons. 

I explained to him that they could not harm him. It was purely 
egoic; the fear was from that and nothing more. Now, it must be 
remembered the ego is really a fragile thing. It comes into being as 
the child develops and is the seat of identity in a person. It is not 
necessarily the self as such, or all that constitutes the self, but is 
merely a part of it. The ego is formed through association. The 
process of socialisation is really just the building up of egoic 
consciousness through repeated affirmations: we are made to 
identify with a name, and that name in a sense becomes us. For 
some, as in so-called split personality cases, the ego is fragmented, 
not whole, with parts of the ego becoming autonomous which 
develop into separate selves. This is the result of a traumatic 
experience. Similarly, John's ego was fragmentary simply because it 
had been ripped apart through the traumatic experience he 
underwent. It was my task to reconcile these fragmentary egos to 
form one ego that was intact and identifiably him, but based on his 
perception as a woman rather than a man, and this is where the split 
occurred like two warring halves each trying to gain the upper hand: 
it was a war in his head which I was trying to reconcile. Now, in 
mystic circles the whole point of any form of religious development 
and spirituality is to do away with the ego for it is seen as an obstacle 
stopping oneself from becoming God. Many mystics in the East have 
no egos because they have been absorbed into the greater self and 
radiate a divine eminence which is almost tangible. I myself can 
vouch for this having attended a seminar in India. A guru who gave a 
short lecture on the triumvirate of Brahma, Shiva, and Vishnu, then 
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passed amongst us and shook our hands. It was the most peculiar 
sensation I have ever felt for his hand seemed to be so gentle it was 
almost angelic and produced a short burst of electricity, and there 
was a brief feeling that was languorous, almost holy. I felt I had 
shaken the hand of not a man but a god, for he was so bereft of ego 
his divinity could shine through. This was not the case with John who 
was clinging so hard to various parts of his fragmented egos it was 
difficult to steer him in the right direction. 

After consuming a small quantity of cannabis he automatically 
relaxed and sat back in his seat. He still gripped the arms of the chair 
tightly as if afraid to let go. It was only with my encouragement that 
he was finally able to relinquish any control. His eyes then closed 
and I spoke to him a smooth, reassuring voice, almost avuncular. 

‘John, I want you to go back to your childhood. Do you remember 
your school days, how you would play in the playground?’ 

He would nod, then I would take it from there, always inducing a 
vague memory, anything to stir up a recollection, perhaps a made up 
incident so as to cajole his subconscious to speak, as it were. These 
incidents may not have happened but it was a trick of the mind, 
allowing it to flip and switch in a given direction. 

I then moved him forward to his adult years. This is where we 
had the greatest difficulty for I would meet one resistance after 
another as if confronting some impenetrable barrier. This is where I 
hoped the use of cannabis would really come into effect, breaking 
down any obstructions, pushing aside all resistance, allowing the 
mind to roam freely. Whenever we got to this point I noticed a slight 
grimace come upon his face, not of fear but of disbelief, accompanied 
with the shaking of his head to either side. 

I would ask him concerned: ‘What is it?' but he was incapable of 
articulating it in words. For these confrontations I used the term 
‘shadow’ in the Jungian sense, without any connotation of evil, or 
some archetype of the devil, but merely as one’s darker side, the side 
he could not face. When I gave that shadow a name he would 
grimace even more, his fists would clench, gripping the armchair so 
tightly the knuckles would turn white. Then he would turn angry. 
What was the name in question? Why, Mr X of course. (I should point 
out that I used the real name of the person, not the pseudonym here 
given as that would have no meaning for the subject.) He needed to 
confront the truth. Yet a larger part of his psyche refused, and I 
would have to backtrack, usually retreating not to the incident itself 
but to the night when he vouched to pay Mr X back. 
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I would say something like: ‘Do you remember that Friday night 
when you were both out drinking?’ He would give a small nod. I 
would continue: ‘You were both having a good time, weren’t you?’ 
Another nod. ‘Can you remember what happened later that night?’ 

‘We got into an argument.’ 

‘What was the argument about?’ 

‘Money.’ 

‘Did he lend you some money?’ 

He nodded and his face went into another sort of grimace as if the 
recollection was painful to take. It was at this stage of our therapy 
that I realised that this was the point where everything changed in 
the relationship between John and his friend. They say that friends 
and money do not mix, but it was here where the relationship began 
to crack and John had to fully realise the import of this memory, for 
it was here where he took a bold step: to stubbornly refuse to pay his 
friend back the next day which brought about the whole situation he 
was now having to face: his transformation into a woman. 

I had to stop the session momentarily. I could see, judging by 
John’s reaction, he was becoming conscious of his error, probably 
now realising that by not paying back a simple debt had literally cost 
him his manhood, and as if somehow he now wanted to go back and 
change things, perhaps pay his debt, realising if he had then none of 
this would have happened. But as I have said before: There is no 
undo button in real life. We may be able to take a step back on a 
computer by reversing a process, but in real life, once a mistake is 
made it is very hard to put it right. Indeed, if we look at how 
accidents happen we can see that it is usually something very simple 
which is the cause of it. A cyclist gets knocked off his bike when a 
motorist jumps a red light. The cyclist is badly injured. The motorist 
faces possible prosecution, if not losing his licence altogether. Does 
he now wish he hadn't jumped the light? Of course he does, but at 
the time he was unable to see the consequences of his action. And 
this is equally applicable to any event in life, not just mistakes, but 
the plot-points in our lives where we now find ourselves. For 
example, if I hadn't experienced a phenomenal event in my teenage 
years which made me seriously question who I was after ingesting 
some psychedelics, would I have gone on to become a successful 
psychotherapist? Possibly not. It was my interest in the way the 
mind works and how we are as human beings interact with each 
other which led me to enrol on a course in psychotherapy. (I even 
wrote a dissertation on that experience in a paper entitled, ‘The 
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Multi-Modal Theory of Personality.’ But that is another story.) And 
these plot-points map out our whole course in life, from getting a job 
where we possibly meet someone of the opposite sex and fall in love, 
to winning on the lottery, etc., all of these plot-points change the 
paths our lives take, and John had to be made conscious (perhaps 
repeatedly) that the plot-point in his which would have the most 
serious and significant repercussions on the rest of his life was his 
decision to not reimburse the loan. But it had been so deeply buried 
in his psyche it was a struggle to make him see it and recognise how 
this error impacted on his future. He had an uncanny ability to shut 
things off, put a mental block on something he had done, and close it 
off to his conscious mind, thus refusing to believe it existed, instead 
vehemently denying anything of the sort. I began to wonder what 
else lay behind that mental wall of his which was now beginning to 
unravel, to gradually crumble, so that brick by brick it was to come 
apart, sooner or later revealing this other aspect of his personality he 
would have to face: his own dark self, his Jungian Shadow, the 
repressed side of our natures brilliant played out in Stevenson’s tale 
of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hide. John’s Jekyll was basically a yob who tried 
to make out he was a good person, as if he was the best mate you 
could ever have. His motivations were always hidden but would 
soon become apparent for after a while his friends would realise that 
they were being used by him; this despicable side of his personality 
(his Mr Hide, a cruel, tyrannical, domineering, egotistical, arrogant, 
smarmy, lecherous, self-aggrandizing and thoroughly repulsive type) 
slipped through and started to alienate those closest around him. His 
view of himself was entirely erroneous and distorted: he saw himself 
as something he wasn’t, i.e. a genuine, honest, trustworthy, loyal 
person. He was in fact the complete opposite, and reminded me of a 
female patient of mine who was suffering from amenorrhea and had 
what I believed at first two distinct personality types, one where she 
was sober and would come across as being interesting, intelligent 
and highly personable; the other, her drunk self, where she was the 
most atrocious woman I had ever come across, and a distinctly 
untrustworthy and bigoted person you could ever meet. But I soon 
realised, after a few sessions, that she did not have two distinct 
personality types (and it is questionable whether the multi¬ 
personality type actually exists—as I concluded in my paper), but 
rather her sober self was merely camouflage to cover the drunk self 
that she really was in essence, for it was when she came to the couch 
in a drunken stupor I saw all this negativity pouring out of her and 
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then realised the enormity and extent of her disordered mind; 
thoroughly psychotic, so unbalanced that her conscious sober self 
had a hard time controlling it. Even a small intake of alcohol would 
open the lid (so to speak) and the issues she was troubled with then 
began to pour forth in a torrent of abuse and blame; it was her 
partner’s fault the way she was, her father's fault, her teacher’s, even 
the priest at her local church who she claims often touched her 
inappropriately when she was at Sunday School as a child. And this 
misanthropy, or rather distrust of men, was once even levelled at me. 
She accused me of putting her into a light trance so I could have my 
‘wicked way’ with her, when judging by her appearance I couldn't 
imagine anybody wanting to do such a thing as she wasn’t the most 
attractive woman around, and her suspicions of me consequently 
jeopardised our mutual trust, even questioning my integrity as a 
professional therapist. I learned not long after I terminated our very 
last session that she had taken to the streets, becoming homeless for 
forfeiting her rent, and had taken to prostitution to pay for her 
drinks, the darker, drunken side of her personality having by then 
completely taken her over. It was a sad case but one where, despite 
my professionalism and willingness to help her, it was beyond 
reproach. The downward spiral of her life was cast as soon as she 
ceased menstruating at the tender age of twenty-eight, and this 
inability to menstruate signalled the end of her dreams of having 
another child. (The first was lost in a custody battle with her ex¬ 
partner who prevented her from ever seeing her son again, and for 
quite obvious reasons: her partner was not keen on a mother having 
access to a child who was a ‘bad influence,’ someone not to be 
trusted, often prone to bouts of drinking, indulging in drugs, 
promiscuous sex and intemperate most of the time; it’s a wonder any 
child would be proud to have a mother like that, and hers, as soon as 
he comes of age, will probably disown her!) 

But John's conscious refusal to accept this side of his personality 
was constantly thwarting our progress. I would invariably have to 
keep bringing him round to this point in his life and coerce him to 
facing it. He would strenuously avoid it as his already fragile ego 
would be engulfed by the contents of his repressed self and be lost at 
sea, a mere cork bobbing up and down in a stormy sea trying to stay 
afloat. And it was indeed a stormy search for his self that was pitting 
the odds against us of ever winning. 

After repeated attempts I finally got John to admit he had done his 
friend wrong. A drop from a well of tears seeped out; it was a signal 

61 



WAKING UP CONFUSED 


we were now progressing and could make some headway into his 
dark, shady past. 

He remembered the night well, how he met Mr X at the bar in a 
club which was notorious for its drinks discounts, selling pints of 
lager for as little as a pound, and this naturally brought with it some 
trouble, so there would be louts often consuming more than they 
could readily handle, with fights usually breaking out by the end of 
the night. 

It was a Friday night. John was in a good mood because this dolly 
bird he had had his eye on for some time was also there, giving him 
the occasional glance over her shoulder which to him proved she 
was interested. The only problem was he didn't have much money 
left and therefore could not afford to buy her a drink (it was a trait of 
his that he would only buy someone a drink if he thought he could 
get something in return; on this occasion access to her pants) but as 
Mr X was reasonably loaded, having been paid that night, John 
rightly thought he should help him out and casually asked if he could 
borrow some money. This was granted on the proviso John would 
pay him back when he got paid (as already mentioned above). John 
always paid cash in hand so he was theoretically what they call in the 
Inland Revenue a ‘ghost’ as he did not exist on their system since he 
only took casual jobs which meant he never paid any tax and in fact 
had no bank account either, and thus was not on any system. Even 
his rent was paid in cash to a somewhat shady landlord who never 
asked any questions. But that is by the by ... 

Mr X, understandably, was somewhat irate when he asked for 
John to buy him a drink a bit later when he bumped into him at the 
bar, only to be rebuffed. John stubbornly refused as he didn't see 
why he should. It was always his attitude that any money he had on 
him was for himself and nobody else; yet when he was out of pocket 
he expected close friends and acquaintances to help him out, never 
or hardly ever repaying the favour, for which reason his so-called 
friendships were usually momentary and fleeting. So Mr X repeated 
the proviso, making sure John understood he had to pay him back 
the next day, and left him at the bar now engrossed with his dolly 
bird. 

Although I have already discussed the events of the following day, 
it was taken from notes based on Mr X’s testimony, so I think it may 
be beneficial here to give the account from John’s point of view to see 
how it differs. 

The next day it was pre-arranged that John would meet Mr X at 


62 



THE RAPE TRILOGY 


their local pub at lunch time. John was already half-inebriated sitting 
in a corner with the dolly bird he picked up the night before (after 
having gone back to her place and ‘given her a good fucking till I fell 
asleep’). She was draped all over him when Mr X walked in. They 
were laughing and giggling, in a world of their own, and didn’t even 
notice his presence. John casually raised an eye and smirked at him, 
then went back to his drink. As John appeared not to be inclined to 
buy his friend a drink, Mr X went to the bar and ordered one for 
himself. When John saw him at the bar he rushed up to him and 
started begging him to buy him a drink. Mr X at first refused, then 
changed his mind to butter him up. As they waited to get served, 
John casually pointed out his girl and told him how she had a nice 
pair of breasts but a horrible vagina: it was his way of telling his 
confidante he had bedded her, the very first night they met. 

They both rejoined her at the table where she was sitting. John 
kept winking at Mr X, then would divert his eyes to her chest so that 
Mr X’s eyes were also inclined to follow and indeed couldn’t help 
notice her cleavage, which she picked up on and started to 
accentuate by thrusting her chest out in his direction. She would 
then go back to giggling with the idiot beside her. (I think what is 
happening here is she is implying ‘You can’t have these,' i.e. her 
breasts, ‘but he can,’ meaning John.) Mr X looked away and did not 
seem bothered. (He in fact thought she was incredibly thick, with 
little or no brains, and a horrible whiny voice that sounded like a cat 
slowly being strangled with a cheese-wire. She also had the uncanny 
habit of laughing at the end of every sentence as if she had said 
something funny without it being remotely entertaining.) When they 
stopped giggling Mr X started dropping hints about money. John 
replied, ‘Oh yeah, I got paid today,' and then to his girlfriend, ‘we're 
gonna go out for a meal tonight, aren’t we?’ Again Mr X tried to drop 
another hint about their agreement, but John didn’t have a clue what 
he was talking about and went back to smooching with his girlfriend. 
So Mr X finished his drink, got up and left. 

I cannot help thinking how different the situation would have 
been had the girl not been there. Would John have been perhaps 
more inclined to pay back his friend? Because having her there 
ruined the reciprocal balance between the two men and John was 
using her as a shield, or perhaps as an excuse, to ignore his friend so 
he could avoid paying the debt. 

But notice the difference between the two accounts: in Mr X’s 
version John is standing at the bar chatting up the barmaid. In his 
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version he has already bedded some girl and brought her to the pub, 
rejoicing in the fact that he ‘scored’ with her on the first night. These 
two accounts are obviously conflicting which caused me some 
confusion, but I think Mr X’s is more accurate because he was level¬ 
headed and not out to boast about his exploits, whereas John was. Of 
course, in his version he is painting himself in a better light, as he 
probably always did. 

Mr X later recorded how he was really annoyed that day, but it 
wasn’t the money. It was the complete and utter lack of loyalty that 
grated on him, and the principle of the thing. Not only that, Mr X 
knew also that he wouldn't get a penny back. John would waste it all 
on that stupid girl (as long as he thought he could still get into her 
pants) and then would run out and claim bankruptcy, perhaps even 
having the gall to ask Mr X to help him out again, which of course he 
would resolutely refuse to do. He made no arrangements to see him 
again that week but knew he would be having words with him if he 
should bump into him again. 

I was now wondering, having heard the tale from my slightly 
entranced patient, whether it was at this point that Mr X had started 
making plans for the man who had reneged on his pledge. Was it 
already on the cards, this fate that was in store for him? 

I brought the session to an end having taken John out of his 
trance. I didn’t want to overwhelm him with the recall or have him 
suffer some sort of nervous breakdown. The condition he was in I 
could only describe as ‘fragile.’ He was almost close enough to a 
mental collapse as it was. His ego had already taken a terrible 
hammering. If I pushed him too hard or too fast, a complete and utter 
disintegration would be the inevitable result. He needed time for re¬ 
integration. Sometimes in our sessions we have to take on board 
what we have unearthed. For some it may be that they have dis¬ 
covered they were unloved when they were a child, or, as I have 
mentioned previously, it was their father who took their virginity, an 
experience so traumatic it had been shut off, deeply repressed, as if it 
had never happened. John needed to take on board what he had just 
learned. He needed to integrate this knowledge and digest it, mull it 
over, work with it, then understand how it had the profoundest 
impact. Sometimes when faced with the truth we don’t want to see, 
or rather we refuse to see because it would be unbearable. For John, 
this was exactly the case. I could tell by the way he looked at me, the 
way he refused to meet my eyes, and the way he almost stooped as 
he walked out of the room, as if bearing some great burden on his 
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shoulders. It was the weight not of the world but his own conscience 
he would now have to carry, a conscience until this day I don’t think 
he knew he even had, one that would take a lot of getting used to. It 
would be interesting, I thought to myself as I brought my notes up to 
date, to see how he would return the following week. Would he be 
stooping again like that, or would he be walking upright, like a man 
who had faced the world head on and won? 

A week soon passed and John re-appeared, this time not exactly 
in a jovial mood but more one of optimism. I was hoping I was right 
in my inclination as it would be great for the both of us if he was now 
positive towards his recovery, an attitude I always found wanting 
before. Yet it soon became apparent that this was merely a facade, a 
false front he used to face the world and the truth. It was an act he 
put on when he couldn't face the reality of the situation, bluffing his 
way with his more banter and bravado, yet refusing to answer my 
questions on his having intercourse with the opposite sex, something 
he absolutely refused to do, and another instance of his tenacious 
clinging to what little manhood he had left. He was now enjoying the 
company of lesbians, most of which—from what I could gather— 
were butch dykes as these were the only types who now gravitated 
towards him, the fey, lithe types often eschewing his unwelcome 
advances. I supposed it gained him some sort of gratification, for he 
too could be described as a butch dyke in the sense that he now had 
the body of a woman but acted with the temperament of a man, and 
spent most of his nights lying in bed with them, exploring their 
naked bodies, his hands like that of a man roaming over the pelvic 
area and then gradually finding solace and affirmation of his own 
masculinity in the tender parts of the flesh between their legs. 

These tales of his revelries were a mere blind. He didn't want to 
talk about last week, as if he couldn’t remember what had happened, 
even denying that anything had happened. It was a ploy of his to 
maintain his own false status quo, an inner equilibrium that was 
based on the tentative notion that really everything was okay. He 
had reverted to his former self, completing reversing the whole 
process of what had gone before, a defence mechanism he would 
resort to as it was easier than facing the truth. 

It took some time of our session to get him in a comfortable 
position where he was able to relax. I guided him into a light trance 
with a warm, soothing voice, constantly reiterating my assurances 
that everything was okay, that he would come to no harm, and then 
we could proceed. 
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I took him back to that night again, and went through what had 
happened, gently forcing him into a state of recollection, and 
watched in fascination as the usual grimace appeared on his face, his 
fists clenching the sides of the armchair, as if his mind was now fdled 
with revulsion at himself, and also possibly indicative of his hatred 
towards Mr X, who apparently was now the ogre of his dreams and 
nightmares, a recurring leitmotiv of a shadow without a face, lurking 
beyond his reach but always there, always present yet remaining 
firmly in the background. 

We now progressed to the following week where the situation 
with Mr X had turned much worse. John still denied owing Mr X 
money, and ignored his persistent demands for payment, even 
chucking his phone under the bed, hidden away so he wouldn't have 
to read his text messages. I then moved him forward two to three 
weeks later where they bumped into one another, both intoxicated, 
on the night that led to the fight already described. 

I looked at John, at how he revelled in fighting and delighted in 
reliving the event in his head. He appeared to enjoy it because it 
made him feel much more like a man; pulping somebody’s face in 
obviously magnified his own sense of self-importance and helped to 
define his masculinity. But, I had to warn him, this was what led to 
your switch. ‘Oh yeah!' he would reply, then go all sullen and quiet, 
shifting in his chair, feeling slightly uncomfortable, trying to find a 
position that was more suited to how he looked as if he had 
forgotten he now actually had the body of a woman and suddenly 
remembered. Although he was wearing jeans, as was his usual dress, 
his legs would close, then cross, as if he was now conscious of his 
female anatomy, which I preferred as I always found it disconcerting 
when he sat there with his legs open like a man. 

There was obviously a battle taking place inside him between the 
male and female sides. Which one would win would be entirely down 
to his own acceptance. If he conceded then perhaps that would be for 
the better, for his whole physical disposition was now one of a 
woman, and therefore he (or perhaps she) should act accordingly, 
with due deference being given to his feminine nature. But he was 
still being stubborn, adamant in his defiance of the feminine side, 
prone to lapses of boorish behaviour only expectant in the lout he 
evidently had once been. I was trying to push again beyond this self- 
imposed barrier by taking him back to the night after the incident 
when the fight had irreparably severed their relationship, and steer a 
course towards a firm conclusion so that we could move on to the 
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next stage, but he was still resisting. It was only with great 
reluctance that I was enabled to take him there, only to be met with 
his refusal that it actually happened, claiming it was all a dream. And 
perhaps it was ‘all in his head.’ Because in his mind he was still a 
man, and whilst in this trance he was a man, but when he came out of 
it and saw his feminine features, this brought it all back to him, for 
the mirror never lies, and that is probably why Mr X took pains to 
make sure there was not only mirrors in the room when John awoke 
from his sedation, but also plenty of light, enough to bring home to 
his eyes the startling reality of his transformation into a woman. 

We were now on the following week where Mr X and John met for 
the first time after the fight, and John had learned that Mr X went to 
the police and was pressing charges against him. They accidentally 
bumped into each other as they happened to be on the same street, 
John on one side, Mr X on the other, both moving towards each other. 
‘What happened then?’ I asked him. ‘I shook my head at him,' he 
replied gruffly. ‘Then I stopped and confronted him from my side of 
the street and stared him out.’ ‘And what was his reaction?’ I asked. 
‘He continued walking but gave me a quick glance and smiled at me. 
He was always smirking like he knew something nobody else did.' 
‘And how do you feel now upon seeing him again?’ ‘I want to punch 
him again. That's what!' ‘But that will get you nowhere. It has already 
landed you in deep trouble.’ ‘Don’t care!’ he would blurt out and 
clench his fists and squirm in his seat. 

I thought it might be therapeutic to take it further by getting John 
to imagine he was crossing the street, confronting his old friend head 
on and accost him. I got him to imagine he was clutching at Mr X’s 
lapels and pulling him in towards him, his face pressed up against Mr 
X’s already healed face. ‘How does it feel?’ I asked him. ‘It feels great. 
He can’t escape me now. I’ve got him in my clutches.’ ‘Good, and now 
that you have got him in your clutches, what do you intend to do 
with him?’ ‘Dunno,’ he would blurt out. ‘Perhaps you would like to 
apologise ...' ‘Fuck that! I’m not apologising for nobody.’ ‘Okay, then 
what would you like to do?' ‘Put my hands round his neck.' ‘Then 
what?' ‘Start squeezing.’ ‘Well, go on then, start squeezing.' 

I could tell by the expression on his face he was enjoying this part. 
This was him in control. This was him exerting his power, his 
authority, and ultimately his masculinity. 

‘How does it feel?’ I asked. ‘It feels fucking great. I’m watching 
him, my eyes pressed up right against his. My hands tighter and 
tighter around his neck. I’m watching his face turn red with all the 
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pressure I’m applying. I can see his eyes are clouding up, his life 
slowly slipping away. They are growing dimmer and dimmer every 
minute.’ 

I took him to the point where John actually throttled Mr X to 
death and could see his body drop to the ground, now lifeless, limp, 
extinguished of all vitality. It was only in these rare moments where 
the masculine side of John came fully to the fore, where he was in 
total control, did he feel like a real man, even in sex where he would 
make sure he came, that he was fully satisfied and didn’t give two 
figs about his sexual partner’s satisfaction, often depriving them of 
any by coming quickly or forcing them to have anal intercourse 
where the pain of the partner was highly gratuitous, for the benefit 
of his eyes and ears alone. He liked to see and hear them in pain as it 
stimulated his own sex-drive, and somewhere in that clouded and 
mixed up mind of his pleasure and pain had become confused, or 
rather fused into one; he was the sole recipient of pleasure, they the 
recipients of pain. 

I honestly thought at this point he had now wrestled with his 
inner demon and won, at least on a symbolic level. His ego had 
thwarted the prime culprit that was responsible for the condition he 
found himself in, and being victorious on that level I believed he 
could now face anything. Yet it wasn’t to be. We reached another 
impasse from which no progress could be made. On another level 
there was something lurking, hidden in the background which I 
knew had to be brought to light, to the glare of the conscious mind, a 
memory so frightful it was clouded in subterfuge and camouflage. 
Yet I wasn’t to realise the full extent of its hold on John, not till 
afterwards, and how deeply disturbing this complex really was: it 
was simply shocking the extent of the depravity of Mr X, and how far 
his retributive actions did actually go. I never thought anybody could 
stoop so low. 

With only scant information, I was only able to gain a modicum of 
the subject; Mr X would, in the end, turn out to be what we call in 
psychiatric circles ‘polymorphously perverse,’ as Freud put it. By this 
he meant an individual who had a very loose sexuality which was not 
bound to any one object but rather to all. Today we would call this 
Pansexualism. And it soon became clear that Mr X was one of these, a 
pansexual being who gravitated towards not only his own sex, or the 
sex of others, but engaged in all forms of sexual behaviour. This did 
not arise out of a state of confusion but rather a full liberalisation of 
the libido, unbounded by desire, the libido given free reign whereby 
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it may be assuaged fully. Simply put, Mr X engaged in penetrating 
women as well as men, and probably enjoyed being penetrated by 
both. He was a truly free sexual spirit who could one might engage 
with the opposite sex, then the next with his own, with equal 
preference being shown to both. This differs, I might add, from 
bisexualism where the drive is directed to only one sex at a time. The 
bisexual perhaps can be seen as an experimenter in the field of 
human sexual behaviour. He or she may gravitate towards the 
opposite for a short period of time, and then switch to their own, 
again for only a short period of time, never finding full satisfaction or 
gratification in either, hence the constant switching. Whereas the 
true pansexual (for there are many pseudo-pansexuals out there) 
can find satisfaction in anything, not only in the sex of his own or the 
opposite, but in himself, embracing perfectly the masculine and 
feminine sides of his personality wholly, as exemplified by the 
androgynous type I have already referred to. As a true sexual being, 
who has risen above all forms of restriction, the pansexual type is a 
very rare commodity indeed and should not be seen as depraved or 
degenerate but rather unique and fully liberated from the bonds that 
keep us mere mortals in check. If Mr X was, as I believe, a true 
pansexual, then he must have been a very interesting person indeed. 

How do I know this? Well, in my next session with John I would 
take him back to that dark ground where his memory was locked 
away, secure in a vault as are the crown jewels. Unfortunately I had 
no key, but only a few simple techniques at my disposal. Putting him 
into a trance and getting him to confront his demons head on was 
not enough. I decided to ritualise the confrontation by making it no 
longer a symbolic act but a physical one. I installed a dummy in the 
centre of my room. This was hanging from the rafters and about a 
foot off the floor. It consisted of an old punch bag with a padded ball 
to act as the body and head. I draped it in some loose clothing, the 
sort I would associate with Mr X, although having no real idea what 
he actually wore. The head, or rather ball, was covered in a wig to 
represent Mr X’s hair. It was cropped short and dark, as John had 
told me. The face I left very vague with simple outlines in black pen 
to represent the eyes, nose and mouth. It did not matter that the 
dummy looked nothing like Mr X; it was John's reaction to it that was 
more important. On a symbolic level it was Mr X, and John needed to 
project that identity onto the dummy to make it work. In his mind he 
had to believe it was him in person, in the same way that a voodoo 
practitioner or witch would use a doll to symbolically represent an 
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enemy, the object of their curse. 

Incidentally there is a cursing technique in which the attacker has 
a symbolic representation of the victim drawn on his wall. He stands 
back and lunges forward towards the picture directing all his anger 
and hate at it, imagining the symbolic representation is actually the 
person, seeing it buckle up in pain, or being engulfed in flames, the 
face melting like molten wax, the eyes dropping out of their sockets, 
the hair burning like a beacon, and the whole body crumbling to the 
ground in a molten mess, leaving nothing but ashes behind, the 
charred remains of his victim now being fully transferred to the 
actual victim, believing this symbolic act is going to have the same 
inevitable outcome. In one case I learnt of a man who was so good at 
this technique he would often resort to it if anyone crossed his path, 
and was said to have been responsible for at least 3 to 4 deaths of his 
workmates who had rubbed him up the wrong way, one apparently 
dying in a fatal crash where the car had exploded into flames, 
completely engulfing the driver who was burnt beyond recognition. 
Whether this was the result of a magical curse or simply coincidence 
is irrelevant; for the man who launched the curse this was proof that 
he could influence events to his own advantage, and thus had a 
certain amount of power; the accident was proof of this power and 
would reinforce the idea that he could kill from a distance by non¬ 
physical means. However, it may be that the victim was going to die 
in a crash anyway, the curse perhaps in some way speeding up the 
process. Either way, it is the belief that is important. If you do not 
believe the doll, or in this case the dummy, is truly the person it 
represents then no amount of effort is going to change anything. By 
change I mean on a psychological level; I wanted John to believe the 
dummy was Mr X, not so that he could curse him and bring about his 
death, but to kill him inwardly and thus resolve the complex that was 
prohibiting his own mental growth and outlook. 

It was important that he projected the idea of Mr X onto the 
dummy, i.e. his own mental picture and everything associated with 
Mr X, not just how he looked but also his smell, his mannerisms, his 
voice, his attitude, everything connected with Mr X as a person. I got 
him to walk around it, a circumambulation that was designed to size 
up his opponent, imagining that Mr X was the dummy, static yet 
perhaps in suspended animation, and that he could do anything he 
wanted with him for there would be no repercussions or retaliation. 
If he wanted to, he could stick a knife in Mr X’s back, or physically 
strangle the dummy, kick and scream at it, venting all his rage at it. I 
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would get John worked up by provoking him, pushing him around, 
getting him to approach me and then push him back and gesture for 
him to come at me again. 

(I should point out that this in itself was somewhat more difficult 
than I thought, for it has to be remembered that John was inhabiting 
the body of a woman, so in effect I was antagonising a female patient, 
something I had not come across before or needed to do. With a 
previous patient who had so much built up rage inside I found it easy 
to tap into his seat of anger, being a young man about half my age at 
the time. He had big broad shoulders which I would grapple with and 
push him up against the wall and force him to fight back. One day I 
did this so effectively, he practically knocked me off my feet, raining 
blow after blow upon me until I was forced to take cover in the 
corner and crouch down with my hands covering my head until the 
outburst subsided. It must have lasted only a matter of minutes but it 
was so forceful it felt like a hurricane had burst in, flattening my 
room. This was confirmed by the time my patient had finished and 
exited, seeking perhaps to escape the scene of destruction and his 
uncontrollable rage, leaving in his wake nothing but devastation. 
Nearly every object in the room had been smashed. The door had 
been virtually ripped off it hinges and my beautiful coffee table, with 
a smoky glass top, now lay upturned, the glass in smithereens. I was 
left somewhat traumatised and dumbstruck. I never realised so 
much anger could be harboured in the body of such a young man 
who had a beef with the world, a chip on his shoulder that was so 
large it took months of therapy to get it removed completely. 
Therefore, I had learned from my mistake back then; be careful what 
you wish for or you may get more back than you thought.) 

I was afraid the same would happen with John. But I needed to 
provoke him into a rage and start directing that rage at the dummy, 
not me. Despite being a woman, he had the size of a man in his prime 
and obviously still some strength left. 

When he was on the opposite side of the room to me, I would get 
behind the dummy and pretend to be Mr X, uttering insinuations at 
him which were designed to ridicule his masculinity, calling him 
weak, pathetic, feeble, absurd even, anything to get a reaction. If 
nothing was forthcoming, I would swing the dummy towards him as 
we continued in this circumambulation, counter clockwise, always 
maintaining a reasonable distance, catching his glance occasionally, 
then swinging the dummy at him again, slightly harder this time 
until it knocked into him, almost sending him flying. I needed to get 
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rage out of him, an outburst in which he would feel supremely 
elevated above not only his opponent but the whole world, where he 
would feel invincible as if he could take anything on. One more push 
did the trick. 

I quickly leapt back out of harm's way and watched John plough 
into the dummy with all his might, ripping and tearing at it, even 
trying to bite its neck, until he was gnashing and screaming, hurling 
expletives at it, his face bright red with anger and frustration, 
goading him on with more abuse, calling him names until I could feel 
the torrent of anger subside and the angst disappear, leaving John in 
a heap on the floor, rolling around in tears. For beyond anger there is 
always the hurt; the emotional pain, now liberated by the anger. It 
eventually comes to the surface, and I knew now, seeing this poor 
creature in pieces on my floor, that he was now truly emancipated 
from his fear. 

All I had to do next was sit down beside him and give him a hug, 
reassuring him that everything was all right, that he was okay, that 
the pain was now truly gone. 

We sat there in the dark for what seemed like hours until John 
was able to intellectualise and articulate how he felt. It was as if a 
great burden had once again been removed from his shoulders, and 
he could now stand up as a man. We shook hands, man to man, with 
his rather firm grasp, and I patted him on the back and told him I 
would see him again next week. 

Now that we had succeeded in that stage, I just hoped when I saw 
John the next time he hadn't regressed by trivialising the event or 
pretending it hadn't happened. He always resorted to that strategy 
when he was unable or incapable of facing the truth. He had to take 
this onboard fully with total cognition; then and only then could we 
look into his murky world and see what he was really hiding from 
himself. 

The week came round quickly. Of course I had seen many other 
patients in between but I always looked forward to John’s visits as I 
thought of him as a special case. He had now settled into a secure 
home, one more often than not reserved for asylum seekers, but as 
John was an exceptional case and undergoing treatment, the council 
had consented to letting him stay there rent-free and he was given a 
small amount of pocket-money. It wouldn’t be long now, I thought to 
myself, when he would soon be standing on his own two feet, and 
perhaps settle down and get a steady job, perhaps one involving 
manual labour. He even toyed with the idea of being a forklift truck 
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driver, which wasn’t that implausible given that many women 
occupied similar roles, so it looked like we were making progress at 
last, and he was no longer bound up in the past, his mind now clearly 
set on the future. But how wrong I was, as we shall soon see. 

He looked much healthier now, had even given up smoking. There 
was a twinkle in his eye, and no longer sat down in my armchair like 
somebody with a heap of problems. He still wore no make-up (it was 
something he refused to do from the start) nor a bra, in fact no 
longer trying to disguise his breasts by bandaging them. He now 
wore loose tops and slacks, mostly in denim, with flat loafers for his 
feet but no socks, yet still came across as looking something like a 
butch dyke, especially the way he sat with his legs wide open, 
something as I previously mentioned I felt uncomfortable with. (I 
think he actually did it on purpose to show that there was no bulge 
in his pants, or perhaps to indicate to others that he was still a man 
and this is how men sit; never with their legs crossed.) 

We started the session as we usually did with a brief chat. I found 
this was an excellent way to get him relaxed and at ease, comfortable 
in himself. For him just merely talking became a form of therapy, not 
necessarily talking about deep issues, but light topics like where he 
went last night, or the film he saw at the cinema, or how he met 
another woman (he always dated women not men for this was 
another aid in keeping in check his feminine side), and lastly about 
last week. He was pleased and thought the session had gone well as 
if it was truly cathartic, getting all this pent up rage out of his body. 
In primal therapy we force the patient to relive the trauma of their 
birth, on all levels, not just emotional or mental, but on the physical 
level as well, and those who have not undergone this form of therapy 
bear certain traits that are visible to the eye of the specialist, like the 
way some people knot their bodies, or hold them awkwardly, or 
keep incessantly tapping their feet or fingers; these are all signs of 
pent up emotions that have over the years become woven into the 
fabric of the body itself. Contrariwise, those who have been liberated 
from the trauma of their birth show no such signs, their bodies being 
perfectly poised and unknotted, never experiencing the discomfit of 
constipation or even piles. This is how John now started to look, as if 
at peace with himself, no longer destabilised inside. He sat perfectly 
calmly, would occasionally look down at his perfectly manicured 
nails to which I paid him the compliment and he would start to laugh 
at some unheard joke, then gruffly reply: ‘All women like fingers 
with no long or sharp nails, don’t they?’ hinting that he had trimmed 
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them especially so as not to injure his partner internally. I merely 
nodded and brought him back round to what we were discussing. 
‘Oh yeah, last week. How could I forget that!' ‘Well you look much 
better now,’ I would coax him on. ‘I feel it,' he would reply, ‘as if I’ve 
just had the best orgasm of my life, like I'm ten pounds lighter.' 
‘Good, then we can move on to the next stage.’ 

I then got him to relax some more and put him in a light trance. I 
took him back to the actual day of the kidnapping. He couldn’t 
remember much about it, having been unconscious most of the time. 
But he remembered he was knocked on the back of the head as he 
was staggering home one night after a ‘bender’ and being tossed into 
the back of a van where he slipped in and out of consciousness. Some 
‘geezer’ kept jabbing him with a needle full of stuff every time he 
came round. He would lose consciousness again and then found 
himself in a box or wooden crate and could hear the sound of an 
engine close by. He then realised he was on a ship (probably the 
Channel ferry) and could not speak or muster a cry for help as his 
mouth was firmly gagged. He couldn’t move either for there was 
virtually little space in the crate to manoeuvre, then being lifted off 
the ship and carried only a few yards where the crate was put in the 
back of another van (most likely after reaching the port in Spain) and 
a long drive that seemed to last for hours. 

He had no idea where he was when they finally arrived nor who 
his kidnappers were, but he calculated it was now getting on for 
midday, and that he had been in their hands for about 10 hours. He 
planned on kicking his way out of the crate as soon as it was opened 
and that he would be having words with the ‘cunts’ who had done 
this to him. ‘Nobody fucks with me,' he growled, and managed to get 
into a crouching position ready to spring as soon as the lid opened, 
like a caged animal that had been carted off to some strange land, 
and soon as seeing freedom would pounce and make a run for it. But 
that was not to be. When the crate was finally opened he was shot in 
the arm again before he could even twitch and fell into a deep swoon 
that seemed to last for hours. He awoke from this some time in the 
evening and found himself lying on laboratory table, strapped down, 
in some makeshift operating theatre, most likely a cellar. There was 
no light from outside only the bright glare of the naked neon strips 
above him. When his eyes adjusted he took in his surroundings. 
There were surgical implements on the table beside him (too far for 
him to reach so he could not cut himself free), a medicine cabinet to 
his left, and a sink with some apparatus stacked on top of it. He was 
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surrounded by bare white walls with just one door. He was alone, as 
far as he could tell, now naked and afraid, fearing something terrible 
was about to happen, something he had no control over. 

He struggled to free himself. The leather straps binding him to the 
table were secure, allowing no room for movement. He wanted to 
scream and then realised he had a ball gag in his mouth, and could 
smell the faint but sickly smell of ammonia or bleach as if everything 
in the room had been sterilised and was now in preparation for some 
procedure he daren’t even think about. What were they going to do 
to me? And why here, of all places? Who were these people? Why 
were they doing this to me? And many other questions kept tossing 
around in his head until he heard the metallic clang of the door being 
opened, and the sound of footsteps approaching nearer and nearer 
towards his feet. As best he could he propped his head up, but all he 
could see were his bare toes and not much beyond them. Whoever it 
was had now stopped and stood in silhouette, a black outline against 
the bright neon lights behind it. 

‘I’ve waited a long time for this moment,’ a voice drifted over 
towards him. Did he recognise it? It sounded familiar but he couldn't 
pinpoint it, as if his hearing was all muffled up by some drug, 
probably the result of his sedation. 

‘I’ve got you just where I want you,’ the male voice continued. ‘Do 
you know why you’re here?’ it asked as if somehow John was capable 
of responding despite the gag in his mouth. 

‘You’ve been a naughty boy,’ it came over soft and echoing, but 
like a parent talking to a child. ‘In fact, a very, very naughty boy. And 
now I’m going to teach you a lesson, one you’ll remember for the rest 
of your life, or what life, I should say, you have left.' 

The figure then moved round to John’s side and stopped in front 
of him. Through his hazed vision he could now make out the body of 
this man more clearly, immaculately dressed in a white silk suit with 
matching white shirt and tie. He could see the hands of this man, and 
the fingers clad in gold rings, a solid gold watch on the wrist 
(possibly a Rolex) and a gold buckle on the belt around its waist. 
Then John looked up, his eyes travelling up the man’s front, all the 
way up the long slender tie, to the knot at its throat. But the face just 
wasn’t coming into focus as if his vision was blurred. Then the figure 
bowed slightly towards him bringing the face into view. Now he 
could see who it was. 

‘Who?’ I asked him. ‘Who is it, John?’ 

I could tell by the way John snarled and clutched his fists, and the 
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way he was wriggling in his seat, physically trying to push the face 
out of his mind by squeezing his eyes tight, that this was the man 
who was the cause of all his pain and suffering. 

‘Is it him?’ I suggested, to which he could all but nod, not even 
able [or brave enough) to utter his name, a vocalisation that perhaps 
would be too painful. ‘What is he now saying?' I urged him on, trying 
to get him to recall every single word. At first he refused; he was still 
trying to push the experience out of his mind. ‘You must face it,’ I 
urged him on. Was the forthcoming experience that traumatic he 
could not accept it? This is something he had been doing for the last 
six months, ever since he became conscious in that room of mirrors, 
turning his back on the truth, walking away from it, pretending it 
was not there. 

I gave him a few minutes to compose himself, to get to grips with 
this recall, dredged up from some bottomless abyss. I felt like hold¬ 
ing his hand, taking him gently into the beyond, always by his side, 
uttering constant reassurances, that it was okay to do this, to go this 
way because it wasn’t going to kill him; he was here now in the flesh, 
but his mind was steadfastly anchored in that space, lodged in 
between the here and the then. 

‘Now what is he doing?’ I asked, prodding him. 

‘He's looking at me, staring into my eyes.’ 

‘Is he smiling?’ 

‘Sort of.’ 

‘You mean, smirking?’ 

John nodded. I could imagine the sense of satisfaction that Mr X 
must be feeling at this point: he’s caught his quarry, got him in his 
clutches. Now he can do anything he wanted with him. I could also 
visualise in my own mind the whole scene; Mr X, the enormous 
amount of power he had at his fingertips, the sort of power one 
associates with serial killers about to snuff out another life, the sort 
he must be feeling right now, gloating over the fate of his victim, 
gleefully rubbing his hands together, for the person who had cheated 
him, who had invited his wrath, was now lying before him like a 
piece of meat on a cold slab waiting to be dissected, or a lump of clay 
he could mould into any shape he chose. Knowing the outcome, and 
what really was about to happen, did not prevent me from listening. I 
was intrigued if not fascinated by the whole thing, this rigmarole of 
subtle coercion, pushing John further on, like trying to prod an 
elephant on its behind to get him to move up a steep hill. I cajoled 
John with words like, ‘And then ...' or ‘What is he doing now ...' 
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imagining the scenario in my head, and could only describe the next 
thing Mr X was about to do as totally abhorrent. 

‘You understand why you are here,’ the hesitant voice of John 
came over, repeating word for word those of Mr X. ‘You do know 
why you are here. We had an agreement, and I hate people who 
renege on their agreements. I trusted you. I was kind and generous 
towards you. I fed you, even clothed you. I gave what I had as only a 
friend could give. But you weren’t satisfied with that. You had to 
have more, because in your warped mind you think you deserve 
more. You think for some strange reason you are better than every¬ 
one else, even better than me, and everyone should do you favours, 
as if we are all here just to serve your needs, to satisfy you, to help 
you. And how do you repay us? You punch us in the face as hard as 
you possible can, then tell us you don’t owe us anything and walk 
away laughing. Well, who’s laughing now? You are one of these 
irritating people who always think they can get out of a situation, 
who always assume that somehow they are right and therefore 
justified in their actions. But how are going to get out of this, hmm? 
You can't bullshit your way out of it now, can you? Not this time.' 

‘I sat there fascinated,' the voice continued, ‘listening to the police 
when they related to me all the lies you had been telling them. I 
couldn’t believe it. You even denied talking to me that night when 
there were countless witnesses to prove it. You even tried to make 
out you never met me in that club, even though you were caught on 
CCTV. I had to sit through and watch the way you came up to me, 
how you tried to use your muscle and size against me, how you tried 
to make out you were bigger than me but standing up taller, and how 
you took a step back and with your right fist swung your whole body 
round to make sure you got the maximum impact when you punched 
me. But did I fall over? No, I stood up to you. Because I can take it. 
And look how my face healed quickly, so quickly even the doctors 
were surprised, especially after the surgery. That was very painful, 
by the way, particularly afterwards when the drugs wore off, and 
you find that you can't quite feel your face properly because it 
doesn’t feel right. It feels like a mask for ages until it finally heals, 
and that is what you are going to learn now. I want you to know how 
it feels to have surgery, but this time the anaesthetic is going to be 
kept to an absolute minimum. We'll keep you drugged up during the 
actual operation of course, but we’ll bring you round so you can feel 
the pain of the healing process. I want you to feel pain, my friend. 
Real pain. I want you to feel what it is really like, so that you may 


77 



WAKING UP CONFUSED 


learn from this experience, because quite clearly you enjoy dishing it 
out to others. But can you take it yourself? Are you man enough?’ 

With that he let out a light laugh as if it was some subtle joke. Of 
course, it was in a way because Mr X was going to take away John’s 
manhood, and therefore he would no longer be a man. 

‘But first,' he continued, ‘we have one little thing to resolve. You 
seem to think that you are God’s gift to women. That all women 
should adore you, especially your cock. You even try to make out that 
they should be grateful that you have given it to them, and that you 
are doing them a favour, like a bull servicing some cows. You 
honestly believe, in your own arrogance, that you are somehow the 
possessor of some mighty weapon and that all women should fall 
before it, should go down on it and should be grateful that they are 
even allowed to touch it, as if it is something special. I see nothing 
special about it. It looks just like any ...’ 

Just then the monologue stopped. I looked up from the notes I 
was making to see that John had now started grimacing again. 

‘What’s going on, John?’ I asked, trying to get him to speak. 
‘What's he doing to you?’ 

‘He's touching me,' the words dribbled out. ‘He's touching it. He's 
playing with it, trying to get me hard.' 

John then started making some convulsive sounds. It was quite 
clear what was going on at this stage. John was trying to hold back, to 
not get aroused by Mr X’s manipulation of his penis. Mr X was trying 
to get him erect, perhaps to see for himself how big John's penis 
really was, as if it was something that intrigued him, or fascinated 
him, in the same way that we whites like to see how we measure up 
against blacks as they are said to be largely endowed. Mr X wanted to 
see for himself by taking it in his hand and was now probably 
masturbating John. But John, being the man that he was, would be 
less inclined to get turned on by a man, any man, or rather he was 
consciously refusing to be turned on. Yet even in heterosexual men 
the digital manipulation of one’s penis by another man can be 
satisfying in the sense that it is somebody else's hand, and not our 
own. I’m sure there are many men out there who have become 
turned on because some other man is touching them there, and this 
possibly frightens most, making them feel sexually insecure because 
it could possibly indicate some latent homosexuality which would 
undermine and destroy their heterosexual selves, as that is how they 
identify themselves, fearing they may be giving into repressed homo¬ 
sexual tendencies. This is precisely what he was doing with John. 
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I could imagine at this point that Mr X was smirking the whole 
time whilst frigging his friend. He must have delighted in the act 
because he was a man turning on another man, and the other man 
could do little about it, being stripped naked and tied to a table. John 
was probably trying to go against the pleasurable sensations that Mr 
X was producing in him. We all love the pleasurable sensation of 
masturbation; that's why we do it. But mutual masturbation between 
men and friends is often frowned upon as it is distinctly connected 
with homosexual activity. Even the party jokes about ‘circle jerking,’ 
as it is affectionately called, should not be considered homosexual in 
itself, or pertaining only to homosexuals. It is for some young men a 
way of exploring their bodies and the needs of themselves as well as 
others, and should be embraced by all young men rather than being 
denounced in terms of certain sexual norms. It should not be 
connoted as ‘poofy,’ but rather as a valid means of exploration of the 
sexual self. 

Yet staring at John's face I could see he was quite uncomfortable 
with this. He was clutching at the armchair again and wriggling in his 
seat as the memory started to intrude with the realisation that he 
was being turned on by another man. For Mr X this was not sexual in 
itself, this behaviour of his: it was more to do with power. It was an 
act of humiliation or defilement which even I did not think he would 
take further. But he did. 

Then John suddenly screamed. 

‘What’s he doing now?’ I pleaded with him so I could get a mental 
picture of what was occurring. 

‘No, no, no,' John kept moaning. And again, ‘No, no, no.’ 

‘What is he doing?’ I pleaded with him again. 

‘He’s going down on me.’ 

I was shocked. It was another act of defilement, the ultimate one 
perhaps, that no man should have to experience, an act meant to 
demean, humiliate and shame someone like John who probably 
never had such a sexual encounter before, and he recoiled at the 
thought of it because it was only women who were allowed to give 
him oral sex, not men. I could imagine John never being able to hold 
his head in public ever again, especially if it ever got out that he had 
been sucked off by a man. 

This episode reminds me of another one of my patient’s, a young 
man, who came to see me as if he was suffering from suicidal 
tendencies. His life had become unbearable and he was filled with 
shame. He was not particularly clever, or bright, or talented, or good 
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looking, just an ordinary man, and this ordinariness made him feel 
insecure around women. He was never able to establish any deep, 
meaningful relationships with the opposite sex and hence tended to 
gravitate towards masturbation as the sole means of satisfaction. Yet 
he heard from the other men in his village that there was a woman 
known to offer sexual pleasure to strangers, and this was a service 
she provided to most of the unmarried men in the village, and had 
been doing so for a number of years. When he found out that she 
offered this service in one of the little used public conveniences the 
young man’s curiosity got the better of him one day. He paid a visit to 
the area and hung around just to see if the rumour was true. Sure 
enough the woman turned up and she disappeared into the men’s 
toilets, only to have a host of men disappear inside as soon as she 
was available. 

The young man watched with awe and fascination as these men 
reappeared, now looking quite pleased with themselves. They would 
exit the toilets with a smile on their faces whilst doing up their flies. 
Anyway, several weeks passed before our young man could get up 
the courage to pay the lady a visit, but when he did he found he was 
at the back of the queue. There must have been about a dozen men 
waiting to be served, all lined up against the back wall and all waiting 
by the end cubicle. The young man noticed that the other cubicles 
were empty apart from last two, and figured that these men were all 
here for the same thing. 

All he could do was patiently wait along with the rest of them. In 
turn, the men filed one by one into the end cubicle, some taking only 
a few seconds, others several minutes. Groans of satisfaction could 
be heard and a man would appear and calmly walk out, only for the 
next man to disappear into the end cubicle as soon as it was vacated. 
Eventually it was the young man’s turn. He noticed that only one 
other male had joined the ranks behind him who was giving him a 
distinctly uneasy impression which he was unable to fathom. Our 
young man ignored him and went into the cubicle. He found bits of 
used toilet paper on the floor, spunk stains on the toilet lid and a 
hole carved into the partition where the penis is inserted, the so- 
called ‘glory hole.’ The young man got himself hard and inserted his 
average-sized penis into the hole where it was soon met by the 
pleasurable touch of a woman’s hand, then her mouth. Although he 
had experienced oral sex before, having paid a schoolgirl about 
twenty pounds to suck him off in a playground after school, this was 
the first time he had actually felt the touch of a real woman. She was 
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very professional, and obviously had a lot of practice. She would roll 
her tongue all over the head of his penis and occasionally peck at it 
with her teeth, giving him a little nibble here and there which he 
found strangely pleasurable and without any feelings of discomfit. 
The hardness of his penis made it impervious to any such pain, and 
he was just about to come when she stopped. But it was only for a 
second or two. The oral work resumed, only this time it seemed to be 
more aggressive. Perhaps she was getting impatient with him as he 
was taking too long to come. Yet within a minute it was all over and 
he came gloriously, his body banging against the partitioned wall as 
the mouth sucked every last drop out of him. The young man, now 
much relieved, and happy with himself, was doing up his flies and 
opening the door of his cubicle when he realised he was the last 
person. Everyone had disappeared, even the other odd fellow who 
had been queuing behind him, and the lady who had pleasured him 
was already walking out, giving him a quick wink and a smile over 
her shoulder as she left. Then to his horror the door to the cubicle 
next to him opened. The odd man who was queuing behind him 
could be seen wiping his lips and smiling as he walked out in a very 
effeminate way. It was then the young man realised what had 
happened. Halfway through the session this other man, quite 
obviously gay, had intervened and taken over, and was probably the 
one who brought him to a climax. 

My patient was so distraught and shocked by the incident he 
could not handle the fact that he had been sucked off by another 
man. He could not live with the shame of it and started panicking 
over feelings of latent homosexuality, these tendencies being before 
deeply repressed, and was aghast at the thought of it or any such 
tendency simply because he actually enjoyed it, finding the man’s 
mouth quite pleasurable, even possibly more so than the woman’s. 
He seriously attempted suicide by jumping off a bridge but was 
talked out of it by the police who subsequently closed the public 
convenience for good. 

The whole point of this story is it relates to one’s sexuality, 
markedly pointing it out as being ambiguous at times, especially for 
a young man who has yet to fully establish his own identity through 
the defined natural expression of himself as a man. This subtle 
subterfuge seriously undermined his sense of self as a heterosexual 
man and he found it difficult to come to terms with the fact that he 
actually enjoyed it. 

But it was quite clear, judging by John's expressions on his face, 
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that he did not enjoy it. He was trying to fight it off, to deliberately 
withhold ejaculation for that would be seen as a sign of pleasure, 
something he was not deriving from this at all. 

He suddenly stopped. Had he climaxed? It was difficult to tell by 
the weird expression. 

‘What's happening now?’ I asked, intrigued. 

‘He’s fisting me again.’ 

It seems Mr X was finding it extremely difficult to bring John to 
orgasm, and was having to use his hand again. 

Then John said (repeating Mr X's words): ‘Enjoy this, for it is the 
last time you will ever ejaculate.' He brought him to a climax, fisting 
him hard, obviously deriving a great deal of satisfaction from this, 
knowing what was going to happen afterwards, and yes, truly, this 
indeed would be the last time John would ever ejaculate as a man. 

I let him adjust to this fact, allowing him to sink into the silence so 
he could take on board what had happened to him. I could imagine 
John now hating himself; not only would he soon be deprived of his 
manhood, but it was the last time he could prove himself to be a man 
by the act of ejaculation, as for most men this is the height of being a 
man; to shoot sperm out of the penis is highly satisfactory. It is like 
having a gun, fully loaded, and being able to fire at will. Without this 
gun a man doesn’t feel like a man, and millions of over-the-counter 
sales of Viagra prove it. But is a man any less of a man because he 
fires blanks or cannot fire at all? It depends how bound up his idea of 
sexuality is with his identity. If it is deep and indelible then most 
men would feel less like men: the act of ejaculation is an affirmation 
of their masculinity: it proves they are men, even more so when they 
engage in such things as masturbathons with other men to see who 
can ejaculate the furthest. 

In the same way, women do indeed ejaculate (what we commonly 
refer to as squirting). Yet they don’t have the pump that a man has, 
i.e. the prostate gland which expands rapidly, forcing the carrying 
fluid (or gleet) up the urethra and out of the penis head. In fact, the 
whole of the woman’s vagina, as a muscle, contracts at the point of 
orgasm, forcing vaginal juice to pour out and sometimes this is quite 
an abrupt action, making it appear that she is actually squirting. A 
squirter is highly regarded in porn circles for it is one thing men tend 
to enjoy viewing, seeing a woman ejaculate, as it confirms that the 
sex is real and she is not faking the orgasm, just as the come (or 
money) shot of the man proves he is actually ejaculating. Women 
don't have prostate glands, and it is a sad fact that a lot men die due 
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to prostate cancer: what can give life can also take it away. 

It is doubtful if John, now having the genital organs of a woman, 
would ever ejaculate as a woman for the muscles involved would 
probably have atrophied by now, making it impossible for him to 
squirt anything. Nor would he have the normal vaginal secretions of 
a woman, so therefore there would be nothing to squirt. 

This would be problematic for a man like John who established 
his sense of self by demeaning women by getting them to swallow 
his sperm. He also had a tendency with large breasted ladies to have 
inter-mammary sex by thrusting his penis between their breasts and 
ejaculating all over them. This was another affirmation of his own 
masculinity; as a male now unable to ejaculate anything this had 
seriously impaired his own sense of self and is probably the reason 
why Mr X did it. He was now no more a man because he could not 
ejaculate. 

I pulled John out of his light trance and got him to stand up. I was 
about to reach his arm to help him get out of his chair, but he 
snatched it away as if it was too much to be touched by another man, 
not in a sexual way but simply as a means of support. This 
recollection of what Mr X did to him in the last days when he was a 
man had obviously seriously impacted on his consciousness; I was 
only trying to help get out of his chair but he treated my outstretched 
hand as a form of sexual advance. Quite clearly he could not bear 
being touched by another man, not even in a non-sexual way. 

I refrained from patting him on the back as was my usual custom 
and gave him lots of space. He was so ashamed he refused to meet 
my eyes and could only glance down at his feet. He seemed to shuffle 
out of the room as if dragging his body behind him, like some great 
burden had fallen upon him, a burden he was unable to bear. I 
agreed to see him next time, for what was, I hoped, the last time. 
That would involve moving forward to the next phase; the actual 
operation itself and his transformation into a woman. I instinctively 
knew this was going to be the hardest part for him to face, but I 
never foresaw in the slightest what other ghastly plans Mr X had in 
store for him. 

The following week John turned up and was quite reticent to 
begin with. He was not looking forward to this session but I had to 
assure him it was necessary if he was to regain his full faculties. He 
had to relive the operation and come to terms with it. It was no good 
pretending it hadn’t happened. Seeing himself in the mirror each day 
was confirmation that it had, and denying it consciously only made 
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the problem worse. If we keep repressing material we do no want to 
face, we give that material a force which affects the conscious mind, 
in the same way that neuroses could be seen to be the tangential 
effects of not allowing certain drives to find natural fulfilment and 
satisfaction. A healthy man is a non-neurotic man for his body and 
mind are perfectly balanced. John was neurotic in the sense that his 
natural drives were being consciously thwarted at every turn, simply 
because he refused to engage in normal sex, as a woman does with a 
man. He could not bear to be touched by any man, and not just for 
the reasons I found out last week, but for another reason I was soon 
to discover. 

I got him to relax and into a light trance. At first he was resistant; 
he did not want to play along, and it took ages for him to settle down 
and give in. I got him to close his eyes and went through all that we 
had discovered from the previous session. It was very important I 
took the time over this; to rush into the next stage would be foolish 
and probably backfire if it was introduced too quickly. I needed to 
ease him into it gently, gradually, to let him almost sink into it by 
himself. We met with quite a bit of resistance but eventually we were 
back in the same space. John was still strapped to the table, naked 
and afraid, this time with not just Mr X hovering around him, but 
some other men, all dressed in white. He said they reminded him of 
angels for they seemed to float around the table. This was probably 
the result of the morphine he had been injected with. It made him 
soporific and drowsy. He then became unconscious when they put a 
mask over his mouth and got him to count backwards from 100. 
Although he was unconscious, it was still possible to get a hint of 
what was taking place for although the mind was switched off, the 
body wasn’t, and I could tell by looking at his expressions they were 
doing the operation, excising the flesh between his legs and cutting 
deep inside him. He would grunt and groan as he began to relive 
each moment. A tear would roll out of his eye. His mouth would fall 
agape and he would clench his fists every few seconds. 

I imagined that they were now removing the testicles out of their 
sacks, then splicing the penis up the middle, and removing the flesh 
around the urethra. Then forming a hole just where the scrotum had 
been and tucking the flesh in, etc. 

Apparently the whole operation takes less than an hour, especial¬ 
ly if carried out by surgeons who know exactly what they are doing. 
It is a very bold, brave decision on the man's part to even consider 
going under the knife, and indeed one who does take this drastic step 
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has to be courageous for there is no going back; once completed you 
cannot return, for it is, in a sense, rather like getting your hair cut. 
Once chopped off you can’t put it back on again, so you have to be 
happy with the outcome. But for John this was very different. It was 
not a choice he made himself: it was being inflicted upon him by a 
very sadistic man who obviously delighted in the torture he was 
putting his victim through. I could imagine Mr X standing back and 
admiring the work taking place like some great artist working on his 
masterpiece, wondering perhaps how the rest of the world would 
greet it: with acclaim or with abhorrence? He was like some Svengali, 
a manipulator, pulling the strings, and soon John would be dancing 
to his tune, a pathetic creature about to be paraded before the world. 
I thought of the room of mirrors as being the chamber of rebirth; 
John was about to give birth to himself as a woman, and that is 
perhaps how Mr X saw it. But the transformation had to be complete 
and convincing. It would not be half-effective if John still looked like 
a man; he had to look like a woman all over, and that is what they 
were now doing to him, pumping him full of oestrogen and giving 
him breasts (actually silicone implants), realigning the nipples, and 
sewing them up afterwards. They were now working on his skin, 
removing his tattoos with lasers, those tattoos that would have been 
tell-tale signs of his earlier life as a man for they were distinctly 
unfeminine and could be seen to be marks of his masculinity. After 
all, a woman would not be happy having a tattoo of a woman on her 
skin showing her breasts, as John used to have on his top right arm, 
nor some of the names of his lovers, all women’s names of course. 
The flesh is the book of life, and tattoos are the words on the page: 
they are saying, ‘I have done this, I have done that,’ etc., and have 
done so ever since sailors came back from strange lands covered in 
curious markings. To deprive John of his tattoos was another way of 
depriving him of his life story and identity. His flesh was stripped 
bare, to become a clean page to write upon. 

Over the next few weeks the transformation was subtly, but 
gradually, taking place. John was slipping in and out of consciousness 
the whole time, recollecting pieces of information here and there, 
like how his hair was being permed and bleached, with little curls 
dangling down by his shoulders, around the nape of his neck, with a 
fringe cut across his forehead at a slight angle and with a centre 
parting. How his nails were being trimmed by a manicurist and then 
painted, the fingers no longer like the stubby ones he had as a man, 
but now long and slender, with smooth skin, the sort you would find 
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in a patient who has been confined to a hospital bed and done no 
manual labour for years. Even his hips were now beginning to 
appear gradually, wider than that of a man, and liposuction had 
extracted all the fat in his belly, a reminder of his beer-swilling days, 
the skin now drawn in tight so as to emphasize the curvature of his 
waist. His legs, as well as the rest of his body, had been permanently 
depilated until not a single hair showed, with moisturising creams 
rubbed into the skin to give it a smooth, polished appearance, devoid 
of wide gaping pores. The only hair on the body immediately visible 
was round by the crutch; tufts of hair now sprouted up near the 
newly formed labia and some soft down was evident on the pubis. 
This was all designed to give a more feminine appearance and 
probably left there to grow to allow the crutch to fully heal. I 
wondered if, as a woman, John would continue to shave down there, 
as most women do and are now in the habit of doing so. Or would he 
leave it and let the pubic hair grow to cover up his feminine features? 

Over the weeks he had been deprived of solid food. The only 
sustenance he had was fed through a tube in his nose. This was 
probably deliberate; to get his weight down so he had the same as 
any woman of his size and stature, and or course to reduce the 
muscles, especially the biceps that were rather large, thanks to 
working out occasionally, lifting weights of several pounds. By 
reducing his musculature, the body automatically took on a more 
feminine appearance. Even his legs now looked long and slender, the 
sort you would associate with a woman. Yet the feet still retained 
their original size, being rather large (at least a size 10) and thus 
could not disguise his masculine origins, always betraying him, even 
when squeezed into tight fitting shoes with elevated heels, making 
him taller, and less feminine. It may be for this reason that naturally 
tall women always wear flat shoes. They do not want to wear shoes 
with high heels for it would make them taller and elevate them to a 
height pertaining to that of a man. In John’s case it seems Mr X got 
round this problem by binding his feet after removing some cartilage 
and bone, making them a fraction smaller, although still retaining the 
same height. 

Once the transformation was complete, John was kept sedated 
most of the time. He could recall nothing post-op wise, but had vague 
memories of being bandaged, then unbandaged, and recalled a young 
Spanish woman attending him to see to his make-up and nails. He 
was barely conscious during these moments and had not seen Mr X 
for some time, although he guessed he was around and was probably 
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keeping an eye on his ‘work in progress,’ to see if it was going 
satisfactorily. Then he remembered being weaned off the drugs and 
coming quite conscious once the healing process had finally been 
completed. He remembered trying to move and realised he was still 
strapped down. He could not remember the last time he ate, or when 
had a proper meal, or if he was still defecating; there seemed to be 
no need to use the toilet, not even to urinate. Perhaps they were 
using a catheter; he could not tell. Although his body was tied down 
there was still the possibility of movement, and he was able to move 
his body slightly to the side. It was then, when he did this, he felt a 
jolt of pain roll up his spine as if his crotch was all sore. Unable to 
move his hands and feel where the pain was coming from, he 
described it as being like a stinging sensation every time he tried to 
swivel his hips. But he said there was something distinctly wrong. It 
was as if something was missing between his legs, and realised he 
could no longer feel his penis, or his testicles, which would normally 
be resting between his legs next to his buttocks. He felt incredibly 
light as well and estimated he must have lost several pounds. He put 
this down to lack of nutrition. Although the tube had been removed 
from his nose he had not been given a chance to eat any solid food, 
then realised his teeth felt weird as well, as if they had been worked 
upon. (They were probably filed down to make them look more 
feminine: women do not have big teeth. They tend to be slightly 
smaller. And his had also possibly been capped to give them a better 
appearance. He could now smile with a perfect smile, a Hollywood 
smile, one that most women would be envious of.) 

In the haze, he had no idea where he was or what time it was. The 
room had no windows. The only light was from the neon tubes above 
which seemed to stay on permanently. Was this so they could keep 
an eye on him? He wanted to look around, swivel his head to see if 
there were any cameras. There were none that he could see, but as 
his vision was limited it could well be the camera was mounted 
behind him and he was being watched all the time, so they could if he 
was conscious. He wanted to shout out, tell these stupid people 
responsible that this joke had gone far enough, and that he should be 
free. Yet there were long interminable gaps where he didn't see 
anybody or could hear anyone in his presence. Besides, his mouth 
was now taped up, making it impossible to scream let alone talk. 
Whoever they were, they were keeping to themselves, and only 
occasionally putting in an appearance to change his bandages or 
pump him with more drugs. 
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Whole days seemed to go by, a blur of vagueness that was quite 
disorientating. He couldn’t tell if it had been only a matter of hours 
or even a few days when suddenly a man appeared and stood before 
him, looking down at John as a master does to a dog. It was only then 
that John became conscious he was quite naked, lying there, not a 
stitch of clothing on him and felt incredibly exposed. The man leaned 
forward and started to examine John, uttering words like ‘Excellent,’ 
‘Splendid,’ ‘Very impressive,’ and would nod his head as he went 
round the table examining his creation. 

He then stopped in front of John, his face now quite visible. It was 
Mr X again, looking very satisfied with his work. 

‘You see,' he said. ‘I told you I could do it. You're quite an 
exception, exquisite, and perfect. All the doctors didn't believe me, 
but I have proved them wrong. I said I could make you into a perfect 
specimen, and I have done just that.' 

John didn’t have a clue what the man was on about, and was 
unsure at times if he was actually referring to him. 

Again he winced as Mr X started touching him, letting his hands 
roam all over his body like a sculptor feeling the smoothness of the 
marble he had been working on. He ran his hands up and own John’s 
legs, deliberately avoiding his crotch, and then felt for himself the 
breasts which he had obviously paid for. He played with John's 
nipples and started stroking them, then let his hand roam up over his 
chest and up his neck, his fingers skating lightly over John’s cheeks. 
In a flash he quickly pulled back the tape over his mouth and started 
squeezing the lips together, forming them into a pout. 

‘They are perfect,’ he seemed to say to himself. ‘Quite perfect. 
Beautiful blowjob lips.’ 

John recoiled as Mr X moved in closer and bent down towards 
them, his lips pouting, and realised he was about to kiss him. John 
started tossing his head from side to side, trying to get his mouth out 
of the way, but Mr X clamped his head in place and gave him a full 
smacker on the lips, then stood up and laughed. 

John was disgusted. He could not believe a man had kissed him 
like that. What was wrong with him? If only he could get his hands 
free he would punch him in the face again, and knock his bloody 
teeth out. 

Mr X smirked and then did something which to John was simply 
unimaginable; he started unloosening the straps round his legs, then 
parted them widely, strapping them to the sides so they were now 
wide apart, akimbo like the legs of a woman about to have ... What 
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was he going to do next? Surely he wasn’t... he wasn’t going to ...? 

The thought didn’t even enter his head. It was impossible to think 
such a thing, but then he had to stop and think seriously. What was 
going on here? Why was he touching him like this? Why was he 
treating him like a woman? What was wrong with this man? Wasn’t 
it bad enough that he had been tortured, now only to be subjected to 
more acts of humiliation? But it wasn’t until Mr X put his hands 
between John’s legs that he realised what was happening. For 
strangely there was no reaction from his penis; it wasn’t there! And 
this realisation hit him the hardest: the favourite part of his anatomy, 
the thing he loved to play with, ever since he was a child, was now 
gone, utterly gone! 

‘Oh my God,’ he screamed. ‘No, no, no.’ What had they been doing 
to him? 

But before he could make sense of it all, Mr X was smiling at him, 
in a cruel, wicked way, as if to say, ‘Yes, that's right. This is what we 
have been doing to you,’ and then started stroking him between his 
parted legs, trying to turn him on. 

John could then feel a finger being slipped inside him, and then 
another, and realised there was this big cavity between his legs 
where his penis and scrotum had once been. 

Mr X was now really getting into it, fingering him, inserting each 
finger deeper and deeper, as if to feel for himself the tightness of the 
entry, or gauge how realistic it felt compared with the real thing, 
slipping his fingers in and out, treating him like a common woman. 

Mr X stopped. He turned to the table next to him and picked up a 
tube of lube and squirted it on his fingers, making sure John could 
see, with a big smirk on his face as if to say, ‘Yes, that is exactly what 
I am going to do.' This time they drove deeper inside. John tried to 
keep still as if to subvert any form of pleasure from this digital 
manipulation. He tried to press it down. It was pleasure. It was pain. 
Pleasure. Pain. Both at the same time. All he could feel was this 
sensation rolling up the entire length of his body as the fingers 
worked at his gaping hole. He scrunched up his eyes to block it all 
out. Then the pain stopped, suddenly. He opened his eyes and 
realised Mr X had indeed stopped. He was now bending down 
slightly and fiddling with his waist. John realised with a dreaded 
thought that Mr X was removing his belt to let his trousers down. 

‘Surely he wasn’t going to ...’ 

No, he couldn’t. Not to him. John wanted to scream out ‘Please, 
please no,’ and like a patient in a dentist’s chair he wanted to whisk 
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himself away and pretend he was not here at all, that this was 
happening to someone else. 

But it was not to be. 

Mr X grabbed him by his hair and said, ‘Yes, this is real, and this is 
what I'm going to do to you. I am going to treat you like the woman 
you are.’ 

He then climbed on top of John. With one thrust, he shoved his 
manhood deep inside him. John recoiled with the pain. He felt his 
head was going to explode and saw packets of white light hit the 
back of his eyes as he rolled them round in his skull. 

The pain was excruciating. Each thrust of Mr X’s penis had him 
doubling up. He tried to fight him off but it was no good. Mr X held 
him in place, his hands like claws clinging on to his shoulders and 
forcing him down, his eyes burying in to his with each pelvic thrust, 
thrusting into him harder and harder, again and again until finally he 
came. 

John blacked out, oblivious to the rest of the ordeal, and what Mr 
X was doing to him after that, like pulling out his penis, slipping his 
fingers inside John’s newly created vagina again, now nicely broken 
in after an act of ritual defloration having taken his virginity, a droit 
du seigneur to which he had every right since he paid for it. It was 
another act of defilement, of humiliation, treating him like a common 
whore, something he was entitled to as he now owned him. 

Luckily for John the rest of the time after this ordeal was blocked 
out, irretrievable, and would not go towards any more of his 
recovery. It was quite evident that after this John was allowed to heal 
and was kept heavily sedated until the chamber of mirrors was 
ready where he would later be installed and allowed to regain full 
consciousness after the drugs had worn off. We know what 
happened after that so there is no point in reiterating it. All that 
remains for me to do now is to bring the story up to date and relate 
the fate of my patient. 

For somebody who had prided himself on his looks, his physique, 
his handsomeness and his ability to charm his way into most girl’s 
pants, the act of transformation was totally anathema to his own 
sense of identity. Although I had helped John to come to terms with 
what had happened to him by a conscious regression into his past, by 
dismantling the emotional and mental blocks which were preventing 
him from seeing the truth, and taking this on board, it was too much 
for him to bear. He sadly took his own life a few days after our last 
session, the inner conflict of the man and the woman was in the end 
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irreconcilable and there was no way out but his own extinction. He 
found a derelict building, some cans of petrol, some old pallets and 
stacked them up and set them alight, throwing himself physically 
into his own funeral pyre. Whether it was his male or female side 
which lit the flames we will never know. As he felt he had become 
nothing by being reduced to nothing (i.e. a woman) he had to 
become nothing by destroying himself in an act of conflagration. 
There was little remaining after the flames had died down. No one 
was called to the fire until several days later since the alarm was 
never raised. All that could be found were a few bones and some 
teeth, enough to prove they were the mortal remains of a man. 

It is a very sad case, and one that to this day remains heavy on my 
heart. As I said, I have only had a few failures and pride myself in 
being one of the best therapists in the business, but even I could not 
prevent his act of self-destruction. Yet to this day I still keep asking 
myself the same question: Was this act of retribution by Mr X truly 
justified? In a way I have to concede it was, for John, in his former 
life, was a truly despicable person, a highly contemptible fellow who 
few would have any real sympathy for. He treated others with cant 
disregard as mere extensions of his own self, and disliked having to 
kowtow to anybody, especially those he considered to be beneath 
him, which is quite remarkable considering he came from a lower- 
working class background, not someone more privileged in the 
upper echelons of society. It almost defies belief that someone could 
be that arrogant they thought the world should revolve around 
them: everyone else in his vicinity and the people he hung around 
with were merely appendages for his own gratification. 

As for Mr X, and what came of him, I have little idea. The private 
eye I hired to trace him lost all track of him and he was nowhere to 
be found. So I assume he changed his identity, perhaps even going 
under the knife himself, but not to the full extent as he did with John. 
I imagined that he was now retired somewhere having fulfilled his 
long-held dream of inflicting the maximum amount of humiliation 
upon someone he so despised. 

I leave this testimony as a lasting legacy of that fatal confrontation 
where two worlds, which were almost incompatible, soon collided 
and the tapestry of fate that had been woven well before any such 
encounter, with a conclusion so inevitable, no forces of destiny could 
have ever altered their course, be what may. 

Written on this day, the 25th of May, care of the institution where 
I now reside. 
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St. Dymphna-in-the-Fold, 
Home for the Criminally Insane, 
London, 
NE1 2BW. 
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WHEN IS A RAPE NOT A RAPE? 


‘Why do I get the impression you know who I’m talking about?’ she 
asked me inquisitively, as if I should divulge certain information. 
Then: ‘You do, don’t you? You know who I mean!’ 

The pretty Asian girl then locked eyes with me, her dark eyes 
penetrating into mine as if trying to burrow down into some deep 
hidden truth. She gave up, sat back silently in her chair and rested 
her elbows on the desk, the only barrier between us which could 
possibly restrain her underlying animosity and resentment as it 
slowly began to build up inside her. She was not happy and far from 
satisfied with our ‘complacent attitude,' as she called it. She then 
started glancing all around my poker-face as if scrutinising it for 
more information. And again she gave up, realising nothing was 
forthcoming. Nor would it ever be. I kept my silence: it was written 
on my face. Yet she must have read something for she then opined: ‘I 
thought I’d come to you because you are the police. You’re supposed 
to bloody well help me. Do you not understand what he did to me?’ 
she sobbed. 

I felt sorry for her, admittedly, but there was little I could do. She 
had gone through the whole story, how she met this man on the train 
who was alone and seemed to be mysterious, if not slightly aloof. She 
found it hard to take her eyes off him, occasionally glancing over to 
where he sat opposite on the other side of the carriage. He must have 
noticed the interest for there would appear a slight smirk on the 
corner of his lips, then he would look away as if disinterested, lost in 
the emptiness beyond the window. But it all changed when the train 
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finally pulled into the station. He was a gentleman, she could tell, 
because he allowed her to go first and head for the exit, but I suspect 
this may have had more to do with him wanting to take her all in, to 
get an eyeful of this petite, very attractive girl in her tight business 
suit (she had just finished work and was catching the commuter 
train home), and perhaps to have a good look at her backside, nicely 
hemmed in by her tight skirt. 

When the train ground to a halt she could not but notice that he 
was right up next to her, also queuing to get off, and when the vehicle 
seemed to shunt forward, allowing him to ‘accidentally’ press his 
crotch up hard against her backside, she felt there was a slight 
erection. This must have dazed her because she seemed to be lost for 
a second or two and quite forgot to press the button on the side to 
open the doors. 

‘Try pressing the button,’ he casually remarked in her ear. She did 
and again noticed that he was standing in close proximity to her, 
almost invading her personal space (if there was any in this busy 
carriage) and seemed to be doing it deliberately. She gave him a 
meek smile and stepped down onto the platform in her high heels 
and proceeded to walk away at a casual pace, pretending not to 
notice that he was right behind her, walking at the same pace. It 
wasn’t until they got to the short flight of stairs which would take 
them to main entrance and out of the building that he started to 
overtake her but not before keeping abreast with her for a short 
distance, just enough to give him an excuse to touch the handrail 
they were both using to haul themselves up, and once or twice 
deliberately brushed her hand as his hand latched on to the space in 
front of hers. With his long legs he was able to get to the top much 
quicker than her and seemed to forget all about her and disappeared. 
She was not sure if she was happy or relieved or disappointed; she 
half-expected something to come of this extraordinary behaviour, 
like he was playing a little game with her, teasing her, leading her on, 
and then dumping her, to be seen no more. 

However, when she got to the top and into the foyer he came into 
plain view again, this time at the back of another queue of people 
trying get out, patiently, if not impatiently, allowing most of them to 
go through first, perhaps to give her time to catch up. When she did 
he gave her a brief smile and looked into her eyes in a friendly 
fashion, and even held the door open so she get could exit before 
him. She thanked him and walked out into the warm evening air and 
slung her handbag on her shoulder in such a way that it would give 
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her an excuse to look behind to see if he was following. He was, with 
the same gait as hers, and even crossed the road just as she did. She 
slowed her pace, neither afraid nor alarmed, but succumbing to the 
idea of being seduced by this tall stranger, even fantasised about 
teasing him by purposefully wiggling her backside or exaggerating 
her movements by swivelling her hips, knowing full well that was 
where his beady eyes were fixed. She declined the idea: surely she 
was just being silly. Why would he be interested in her anyway? He’s 
probably got lots of girlfriends! 

Instinctively, she looked behind her; yes, he was still there on her 
trail, not close, but not too far behind either. Was he following her or 
just happened to be walking in the same direction? Probably the 
latter as this was the main route back into town, and he looked like 
the sort who had a flat near its centre, conveniently located next to 
all the bars and restaurants where he went every night with his 
friends, girlfriends, colleagues, etc. 

As she was building up a profile of him, lost in her mental 
wondering, she suddenly became aware that this stretch of road was 
quite empty and deserted. It made her feel slightly vulnerable for if 
he was to do something who would hear her if she had to cry out or 
scream? Nobody! It then dawned on her how serious this little game 
was getting and she ought to do something quick to stop it from 
escalating into another game altogether. 

She decided the best thing would be to stop, turn round and 
confront him. Or should she get her mobile out and pretend she was 
taking a call? That may put him off, but as she was ruminating she 
then became aware how he was now right behind her. On impulse, 
she stopped in her tracks and turned round to face him. His tall 
frame towered above her. The next thing she knew he was right on 
top of her so their bodies were actually touching. 

Now seriously worried, and caught like a rabbit in headlights, she 
paused on the spot, trying to read into his face what he was going to 
do next. But there was no expression there, just his two big blue eyes 
boring into hers, and the same smirk she had seen on the train began 
to re-appear. 

‘Why don't you say something?’ she wanted to shout out, not sure 
if she meant him or herself, anything to break the silence. They stood 
there for several seconds just facing each other. Then all of a sudden 
she felt him push his tall frame against her with such a force that she 
was taken aback and now feared for the worst for he had her fairly 
slammed up against the wall, his huge, manly hands gripping her 
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shoulders, holding her in place. 

‘Oh, my God,’ she thought to herself. ‘What is he going to do next?’ 
She could feel her knees begin to quiver, her legs turn to jelly, her 
heart beating feverishly against her chest, and could hear her blood 
surging in her veins. Filled with trepidation she froze, not even able 
to get a word out or even attempt to free herself from his clutches. 
And before she knew it his mouth was on hers, his lips clamped 
against hers, his big manly hands pulling her up towards him so he 
didn’t have to stoop down. He was practically invading her mouth 
with his huge tongue, forcing it into her. At first she tried to resist, 
barring the way with her teeth, but he persisted, and then she felt 
this warmth sweep through her, coursing up and down her entire 
body, as if it was about to melt into one gooey mass where there was 
no resistance, no possible defence against him or his marauding 
body: her soul was there for the taking, there for him. 

She admitted she lost herself, even forgot who she was, where she 
was, at that moment, and she seemed to be his as if he could do 
anything he wanted with her. She had no defence against him, 
seemingly capitulating to his passionate advances, and felt this 
incredible power seeping into her which made her ineluctably his, or 
so she put it. 

I think it best we let her speak for herself, for what happened next 
only she really can describe. 

‘He stopped kissing me, and backed off, allowing a brief moment 
of respite, and then grabbed my hand and whisked me off into some 
dark alley. The next thing I know (it all happened so quickly my 
memory is still slightly fuzzy) he had me bent over, my hands and 
head leaning on the top of a wheelie bin, his hands grabbing me from 
behind, roaming all over my body, touching my breasts, between my 
legs, pulling my hair back as he continued to kiss me from behind, his 
hot breath so close I could feel it in my ears as he grunted like an 
animal, then flung me against the bin and ripped my skirt up and 
pulled it all the way up so it was practically over my head. Then I 
could feel air flowing around my private parts and suddenly realised 
I was now knickerless; he had ripped them off so quickly I didn't 
even feel it happen, or realise they were now down by my ankles. He 
spread my feet wide and with one almighty thrust he was inside me. 
It was such a shock I fairly gasped and the whole of my body 
shuddered as he pushed himself deeper inside. I then gasped again, 
disbelieving this was actually happening. But the realisation soon hit 
home when he forced my head down with his big strong hand so that 
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the side of my face was pressed against the top of the bin lid; its 
coldness made me conscious that this was real. His other hand was 
then upon my mouth, clamping it shut so I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t 
scream, couldn't gasp as he kept ramming himself into me like there 
was no tomorrow. He was so physical we practically knocked the bin 
over, and this seemed to last for several minutes, more than I can 
probably remember, until he finally came and exploded inside me. 
He came so hard he was virtually lifting me off the ground, his big 
hands now clutching my shoulders with my feet hanging in midair. I 
then realised I was impaled on his penis; it was the only thing 
keeping me off the ground! 

‘As soon as shot his load he went limp, not just his penis, but the 
whole of his body. He fell on top of me as if dead, the weight of his 
body crushing me, forcing me on to the bin again, like I was a rag 
doll, or just a piece of meat he had chewed up and spat out. I was 
elated, afraid, fearful, satisfied, all these things at the same time, a 
confusion of emotions from which it took me ages to recover, feeling 
light-headed but heavy and sore all at once. 

‘When he finally recovered he gently lifted himself off me and 
pulled out and bent down to pull up his trousers. I could hear him 
doing up his zip, my heavy panting for breath almost drowning out 
all other noise. Eventually I was able to resume some sort of 
composure. 

‘He then bent over me—I was still clinging to the bin afraid that I 
might fall over as it was the only thing keeping me upright as I 
simply had no energy—and gave me a quick peck on my cheek and 
left. I could hear his footsteps fade into the night, not sure if I was 
glad he was going or relieved that I was still alive. After several 
minutes I was able to stand up and get my bearings. My skirt was all 
ruffled (I had to straighten it) and my hair was a mess. I had to use 
my hands to get it out of my face and comb it back, and found my 
knickers on the ground, surprised that he hadn’t kept them as a 
trophy! But he had ripped them off me with such force that the 
elastic had gone so there was no point in trying to put them back on 
again. I finally managed to stagger out of the alley and slowly made 
my way home, each step painful as it hurt my vagina to walk, and 
sure he had done me some real internal damage. When I got home— 
what is normally a ten minute walk from the station—I found a 
whole half hour had gone by and was not even sure the thing had 
happened, somehow trying to convince myself it hadn’t, feigning the 
incident, that it had all been a dream, just a stupid fantasy, and that 
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this would somehow remove me from any form of danger I had put 
myself in. Yet when I stripped off in front of the bathroom mirror it 
dawned on me incontrovertibly that it had actually happened. I could 
now see all the bruises on my numbed body. There were bruises 
everywhere; on my breasts where he had pushed me against the bin, 
on my shoulders where his big hands had clutched them (you can 
still see the finger marks as his fingernails dug into my skin), my 
backside where he thrust against me, and my vagina which looked a 
mess. I quickly had a shower thinking I could wash it all away, the 
whole experience, and realised it was a stupid thing to do; washing 
away the evidence, like his semen, which could have proven vital to 
the police, but then they could see I had been sexually assaulted, 
surely. How else could I have got these bruises? And I had. It hit me 
how this man, this complete stranger, had used me, abused me, had 
his wicked way with me, and then just vanished into the night after 
dumping me. I then knew I had to call the police.’ 

‘And during that time, at any point, did you say no?’ 

‘I tried to ... but I couldn’t,’ she sobbed again. 

‘At any point did you tell him to stop?’ 

‘I told you, he had his hand over my mouth,' she pleaded. 

‘But you said that was possibly to stop you from crying out loud 
which would, of course, have attracted passers-by.’ 

‘He forced my mouth shut. I couldn’t say anything if I tried.’ 

It was hard but I had to force myself to continue the investigation. 

‘You said he removed his hand from your mouth when he came.’ 

‘Yes,’ she nodded, her eyes looking down. 

‘Did you at that point tell him he shouldn't have done it?’ 

She shook her head, her eyes fearing to meet mine, then said, ‘I 
couldn't believe it was happening. You have to understand, it was not 
something I would ever do, to have sex with a complete stranger.’ 

‘So he forced you to have sex with him, is that it?’ 

‘Yes,’ she nodded again. 

‘But you didn’t resist? You didn’t push him away? You didn’t run 
when you could have done?’ 

‘I know it sounds bad. I know it makes me look stupid, but he had 
this power over me. It’s difficult to put it into words ...’ 

‘So he could take advantage of you?’ 

‘Yes, that's exactly what he did. You have to believe me.’ 

I was trying to believe, but I could not help thinking she did, in a 
way, lead him on. It just so happened that she got more than she 
bargained for. 
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‘He hurt me!’ she pleaded again. 

‘Yes, I have seen the photographs, the evidence. We are not 
disputing that. We are simply unable to pass this case to the CPS. 
They will quash it straight away.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because you showed no sign of resistance and never tried to stop 
him. You never said no, and you inadvertently probably encouraged 
him to do what he did.’ 

‘But he raped me!’ she stammered. 

‘In your mind you may see it that way, but in the eyes of the CPS it 
was simply sex with a stranger, on a consensual level as you put up 
no protest or fight. You allowed yourself to be put in that position 
and you did nothing to discourage or dissuade him from following 
you. We would have a hard time to prove anything at all, and if this 
case went to court it would be ripped apart. Your story would be 
torn to shreds by the defence. We wouldn't have a snowball’s chance 
in hell of getting a conviction. You might have more luck taking a civil 
action, but you will have to pay all the expenses, and I dare say you 
can ill-afford it.’ 

‘So he gets away scot free and there’s nothing I can do about it?’ 

‘In a nutshell, yes.’ 

‘But what if he does it again? I mean, next time he could be more 
aggressive.’ 

‘If he does, then we could possibly do him for assault, charge him 
with ABH or GBH, but in your case there was no physical damage, 
only superficial bruising. I’m sorry, but the case is closed.’ 

‘There never was a case, was there?’ 

‘Based on your testimony, no. And there were no witnesses either. 
If there was, it would be a whole new ball game.’ 

I paused for a moment. This enquiry had been going on for nearly 
two hours. I could see she was stubborn, refusing to admit to herself 
the impossibility of taking a flimsy case like this to court, but I could 
not waste anymore time on it. I decided to change tack. 

‘Look, Miss, why don't you go home and have a think and then 
decide if you still want to press charges. If you’re adamant about 
going to trial, the best thing you could do is, as I said, bring a civil 
action against him ...’ 

‘Which I will have to pay for?’ 

‘But you may be able to get some legal support or even a solicitor 
who may waive any fees if they think there’s any possibility of an 
indictment...' 
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‘And you don’t think there is, unless of course he killed me!’ 

‘I don’t think there was any reality of that ever happening, do 
you?’ 

‘But it would have made a difference and I wouldn't be sitting 
here wasting my time talking to you. I would now be lying in some 
morgue after being discovered raped and strangled in some dark 
alley, or bleeding to death after he assaulted me.' 

‘Now, Miss, you and I know that he never threatened you in any 
shape or form. There was no threat of violence or forced coercion. He 
didn't pull out a knife on you or strike you, or smack you, or beat you, 
or torture you...’ 

‘No, he just fucked me as hard as he possibly could!’ 

I wanted to give up, to stop listening, to bring this to a satisfactory 
conclusion for the both of us. 

As a gesture we were now finished I turned off the tape recorder 
and closed my notebook, returning my fountain pen to my top 
pocket and got up to leave. 

Eventually she took the hint. 

‘Is that it, then?' she glared at me. 

I nodded and gestured for the policewoman to escort her out of 
the room. 

It was late and my shift should have finished an hour ago. It’s not 
exactly good public service but I knew there was little we could do 
for her. Enough time had already been wasted, and yes, I did know 
who she was referring to, but I was not prepared to let it show until 
she was gone. I had heard similar instances about this man which I 
will discuss later, but I should point out that based on my experience 
and training I knew it was absolutely the right thing to do: to turn 
her away knowing she probably needed help, but what could I do if 
in my own mind I was certain there was no case. Each person who 
comes to us complaining they have been raped will be seen by us and 
we are prepared to engage with them and then decide what course 
of action to take. Only 70-80% of the cases actually go to trial, and of 
those less than half result in a conviction, an appalling statistic, but it 
is based on the evidence put forward and the testimony of the victim 
herself. Yet we have rules and procedures to follow which I think it 
would be best to go through before proceeding with the rest of this 
narrative. 

When a complainant first comes to us we obviously have to run 
some tests and establish a few facts. But we always assume she is 
telling the truth and her subjective reality is accepted: we are on her 
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side simply because if she feels she has been abused then that is 
symptomatic enough for us to warrant an investigation. That is 
sufficient in itself, and a special liaison officer is assigned to her case, 
usually a woman like a trained nurse or social worker, who will stay 
with her and build up a rapport and perhaps help her to regain her 
confidence if that has been shattered by the traumatic experience of 
the rape. This officer will stay with her throughout the following 
investigations, and even all the way up to the trial if need be. But for 
me, as a specially trained officer, it is my duty to gather the facts 
from various sources and conduct the interviews. So there are two 
sets of evidence involved; the physical and the oral. I will go on to 
discuss both of these in some detail for the benefit of the reader who 
may not be aware of the full logistics of the legal side of rape cases. 

The medical interview is not done by me but by the medical team 
who have been assigned to the case. It is the first interview. It is not 
investigative but deals with the symptom complaints, the past 
medical history of the complainant and includes a full physical 
examination which for some can be quite traumatic. Indeed, due to 
its invasive nature some women complain it is a form of second rape, 
and because it is so intimate, some may feel reluctant to come 
forward in the first place. They simply don't like being examined in 
that way. Yet it is the only way we can establish if an offence has 
taken place or not. For a young woman who may be virginal this 
presents no problem; we can establish straight away penetrative sex 
has taken place, but that does not determine whether it was 
consensual or not. I remember a previous case where we were 
presented with a young lady who swore she had been a virgin until 
she woke up one morning to find that was no longer the case, but 
had absolutely no recollection of having had any form of sexual 
contact with anyone the night before or how her virginity was lost 
until we went step by step through the whole of the previous 
evening. Admittedly there was alcohol involved but this does not 
give anyone permission to carry out an offence all because that 
person comes across as vulnerable. We did find on this occasion, 
however, that it was the taxi cab driver responsible for he apparently 
took her home that night only to find the girl had passed out on his 
back seat. When he went to shake her awake the sight of her 
partially exposed breasts and short-length skirt aroused him to the 
point of committing the offence. He thought he had got away with it, 
hoping it would not be noticed, little realising beforehand she was 
still a virgin. It was no problem tracing the driver, and he admitted 
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he had indeed had sex with the occupant of his taxi that night whilst 
she was unconscious. Yet as it was a one-off offence the judge was 
very lenient and took into consideration other matters (like his good 
standing in the community, his clean record, his wife and kids, etc.). 
He never offended again. 

When the victim is not virginal and under the influence of drink, 
but has no recollection of the event yet knows sex has taken place 
without her consent, then we have to be that much more careful. A 
physical examination the following day will establish penetrative sex 
has taken place; there will be noticeable signs, and the revealing of 
sperm in or about the person will lead us eventually to the suspect. 

In one case a woman came forward knowing full well she had 
been abused whilst drunk but had no idea who did it. The lady was 
observant enough to bring her panties with her which she was 
careful to place in a plastic bag, knowing it would be a vital piece of 
evidence. And indeed it was as we were soon able to identify the 
culprit responsible. He denied any involvement, of course, but we 
were able to retrieve CCTV footage outside the club where the victim 
could be seen unsteady on her feet, looking worse for wear, as if she 
was about to topple over any minute. At one point she had to hold on 
to a lamppost to stop herself from falling flat on her face. We could 
then see the assailant coming into view and holding her, then taking 
her hand and leading her away from the club to a quiet, secluded 
spot hidden round the back. It was there the offence took place. The 
assailant disappeared after that, but we could see the victim coming 
back into view and staggering towards a taxi rank clutching her 
stomach. She quite visibly had suffered some trauma as she seemed 
to be agitated and nervous. When we showed her a clip of the 
footage she claimed that some of the events of that night were now 
coming back to her. She remembers a black hand holding hers and 
leading her somewhere, but she had no idea where she was being 
taken or who the hand belonged to. Then she remembered being 
forced down on to her knees and a man’s penis waving in front of her 
face, then being shoved into her mouth with the words ‘Mind the 
teeth, bitch' clearly being heard. Her panties were then forcibly 
removed and she had to go on all fours but did not have a clue what 
was going on at the time, except that someone was having sex with 
her who ejaculated inside her. She went unconscious for a few 
minutes but managed to snap out of it and found herself isolated and 
alone, wondering what had happened to her. When she went to 
move away from the spot she realised she could feel air between her 
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legs and thought she must have come out without any underwear, 
something she would not normally do, until she saw them on the 
ground (they were bright white and stood out in the darkness). She 
struggled to put them back on and had to lean against a wall to keep 
herself from falling over, and indeed lost her balance at one point 
causing her head to smack against the wall leaving her slightly 
concussed, also resulting in a small abrasion on her forehead. When 
she woke up the following morning at home she found she was still 
dressed and now had a head wound, and concluded she must have 
had an accident, but did not realise the rape had taken place until she 
went to remove her panties and found they were soiled with semen. 
It was then that she contacted the police. 

I distinctly recall putting the accusation across to the defendant 
who was in total denial until I asked him to explain how his semen 
came to be in her panties. ‘Well, I don’t rightly know,’ he blubbered, 
then turned to his solicitor and begged to speak to him in private. Of 
course, he knew he was on a hiding to nothing and soon changed his 
story, no doubt due to the advice, and the overwhelming evidence 
proved his guilt. But this case was important for not only the woman 
involved (who was, I should add, in her late thirties and therefore 
older than most women I have dealt with in similar circumstances) 
but also for me in that it proved to myself that once a rape had 
clearly been established, I was able to see it all the way through and 
secure a conviction, for there was no doubt in my mind about her 
case at all; it is only in other cases were doubt prevails that we have 
to make sure we follow the guidelines of the medico-legal profession. 

I will not bore the reader by going through all of the steps. Most of 
them are self-evident and down to common sense. It just behoves me 
to point out those that may not seem so obvious. 

The patient’s medical history: emphasis must be on the obstetric 
and gynaecological history to establish any underlying health issues, 
menstrual problems (regular, irregular, amount of flow, painful, etc.) 
and the date of her last period and what she uses for hygiene, any 
previous pregnancies, or abortions, any form of oral contraception 
and medication used in conjunction with the same, etc. 

The patient’s sexual history: emphasis here is on her immediate 
past (how many boyfriends, casual partners, etc.) her last consensual 
intercourse (when it took place, with or without contraception, etc.), 
or any pain associated with the same (was there post-coital bleeding 
which may indicate internal lesions prior to the rape making it more 
painful, etc.) or any genital problems like ulcers, rashes, discharges, 
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etc., sexually active now or in the past (if the latter it may help to 
clarify her age of first sexual experience as some girls can be quite 
precocious—one girl I know claimed she was raped at 12 years of 
age and went into full detail only for her statement to be negatived 
by the fact that she could not tell us if the man who assaulted her 
was circumcised or not and was clueless about circumcision, even 
though the offending object had been inserted in her mouth several 
times), also a full account of any STDs. 

Then follows the description of the rape itself after the medical 
examination. This interview is usually carried out by a qualified 
nurse or doctor who is neutral and impartial. They must collect the 
information systematically, and keep full records, whilst always 
adhering to protocol. Basically their job is to establish what type of 
rape has taken place of which there are five types: 

1. Penetration of vagina, with the establishing of the object used 
(i.e. penis, finger, foreign object) to prove penetration has taken 
place. This will corroborate the evidence found in the medical 
examination, although in most cases rape is usually defined as being 
by the penis, the other objects being incidental to the offence. What 
we are looking for are the tell-tale signs, commensurate with the 
object itself. In one case a young girl had been assaulted but no penis 
was involved. An open-top bottle had been forcibly inserted in the 
vagina and then booted so hard it fractured her pelvis. This was 
deemed a sexual assault rather than rape because it was only a 
foreign object, and also probably denoted an underlying misogynistic 
tendency, a violence towards women without sexual connotations, 
so therefore it was not admissible as rape. 

2. Penetration of anus, again by the same objects, to determine 
penetration has taken place. The anus is distinctly tighter than the 
vagina, and lacking its own secretions it is liable to show forced 
entry more clearly, usually with lesions noticeable, internally and 
externally. (In the interview we have to establish whether this form 
of penetration is new to the victim or if she has previous experience 
of penetrative sex in this area, or what is termed sodomy. If she has 
experience then it is more likely she will have a distended anal entry 
since the penis can cause the anus to become much wider and more 
accessible over time, the rape in this case may not be so obvious. 
Also, she may perform some type of sexual behaviour on herself as a 
regular practice, such as using her finger or a foreign object, to 
explore the anus and stimulate a sexual climax. The interview, if 
carried out properly, will determine if this was common practice and 
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may affect the result of the clinical examination. Also, haemorrhoids 
will affect the opening, especially if after a surgical procedure has 
taken place to remove them; to prevent the opening from closing 
suppositories and butt-plugs need to be inserted on a regular basis 
to allow the passing of faecal matter.) 

3. Oral stimulation of genitals, of or by the victim. If the latter then 
it has to be determined if this was by force. As in the above anecdote 
about the drunk woman who was forced to perform this on her 
assailant, we could say technically she was raped twice; first orally 
and then vaginally, although no anal intercourse was evidenced. If 
performed by the assailant on the victim, then there will be a need to 
do a swab to test for not only semen but saliva as well. If by the 
victim then we need to swab her mouth for semen and determine if 
she was forced to ingest it or emit it. 

4. Oral stimulation of anus, of or by the victim. Again swab tests 
will need to be carried out. If on the victim, there will be traces of 
saliva around the anus. If by the victim, then there will be a need to 
swab the anus of the assailant, and this must be carried out as soon 
as possible, preferably before there has been time to bathe the area 
or wipe it after defecating. Clinical trials have proven that saliva can 
still be detected on a person's anus long after the offence has taken 
place and only suitable chemical solvents will remove all traces 
(even bleach has been resorted to in some instances, although this 
has now become a popular aesthetic practice). In one case a girl was 
forced to worship an assailant in a very grotesque manner: he was 
heavily into witchcraft and in his delusion he believed himself to be 
an incarnation of the god Pan—sometimes associated with Satan— 
and made his worshippers (usually poor deluded creatures) to 
perform the osculum infame of medieval textbooks and grimoires, 
technically analingus, or as it is often colloquially termed ‘rimming.’ 

5. Masturbation, of or by the victim. If by the latter then we need 
to establish if this was forced and has she experience of this sexual 
practice (colloquially termed a ‘handjob’) beforehand. I will mention 
two cases I came in contact with recently where one, a young girl, 
was forced to masturbate her next door neighbour whilst he was 
babysitting her. He claimed she would consent if he paid her enough. 
The girl denied this but we found paper money in her piggy bank 
showing traces of his semen where she had taken the money from 
him right after the practice had finished. She managed to wash the 
ejaculate off her hands but forgot to wash the notes, so we could 
prove she was in fact lying. Then there was another case where a 
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young lady denied raping a man by forced masturbation of his penis: 
she did it so forcibly it ruptured his foreskin resulting in a tear which 
bled. Traces of blood could still be found on the skin of her hands 
despite her attempt to wash it away. A luminol test made her confess 
and she was fined for the offence. The young man had to undergo a 
painful circumcision, something he was dead against as he was a 
self-confessed Catholic. It should be mentioned at this point that the 
latter category is equally applicable to the first two for there have 
been many instances where penetrative sex has taken place after 
stimulation by masturbation as well, not only as a prelude but a 
conclusion of the event in the form of fisting (with the whole hand 
forcibly inserted into the vagina, and in some cases even the anus). 

If masturbation has taken place to the point of ejaculation then 
there will be a need to carry out tests on articles of clothing using UV 
lighting like Wood's lamp. This will bring out clear traces of semen 
and needs to be done before the article is washed. 

Also, in reference to the above types we need to establish 
whether ejaculation occurred. If so, when and where? Was it inside 
or outside the orifice? The presence/absence of semen will indicate 
this. Condoms, if they were used, will also need to be tested if they 
have not been disposed of, both internally for semen deposits and 
also externally for vaginal or anal secretions. The condom will of 
course need to be preserved as best as possible, so that there is no 
further leakage. 

Were there any lubricants involved, like jelly (KY gel) or foam? If 
so, this may help to explain the condition of the semen found for a 
lubricant can react with semen and may also contain spermicidal 
properties. The presence of a lubricant in or around the orifice will 
also help to explain the paucity of any injuries. In most cases where 
rape involves penetration of the vagina, usually the victim is 
unprepared for full penetrative sex, therefore her own secretions 
will not be present in profusion as in normal sex where they form 
the basis of lubrication to prevent serious injury to the parts coming 
together. 

Was there any form of foreplay involved? This follows on from 
the previous sections for all forms of foreplay have as their goal to 
elicit a sexual response in readiness for penetration. Little or no 
foreplay will inevitably show tell-tale signs of rape where the areas 
involved were not moist beforehand. So we have to ask the victim 
about the circumstances occurring before, during and after the 
offence. Was there a gradual build up with fondling, licking, tickling, 
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or kissing? If so, name the areas. What type of foreplay does the 
victim engage in prior to proper intercourse? Basically, what turns 
her on and would her assailant have knowledge of this. 

Was there a weapon involved? This would have been used to 
coerce the victim into submission and may not necessarily be part of 
the ritual of rape. In some cases where a knife was involved as a 
means of coercion it later became part of the rape itself, with 
lacerations being evident in and around the vagina. Or, as one lady 
put it, her assailant did not have a weapon: The only weapon he had 
was his penis which he used like a dagger, and the way he plunged it 
repeatedly into me suggested it was a substitute for a one.' 

Was there any physical violence prior to or during the assault? If 
so, get a full description with photographic evidence of the parts 
wounded. Physical blows are usually struck to coerce the victim as 
means of empowerment; it is a way of getting the victim to submit to 
the sexual demands of her assailant. Record the parts of the body 
involved, i.e. hands for hitting, feet for kicking, even teeth for biting 
(many victims have been bitten during the assault because sex for 
some offenders is an oral thing, clamping the teeth around nipples, 
for example, and biting hard, is the psychosexual aspect of their own 
tendencies) and will leave indelible impressions. Teeth marks, like 
fingerprints, can be used to identify the person(s) involved. 

Was the victim held down? If so, by what means? Was it grabbing 
or clutching certain parts of the body? Get a full description of the 
parts involved, not just the hands, but also the type of grip, for some 
men have large hands and may be able to hold the victim's wrists 
with just one hand. This will make her story more credible. 

Were there other means of restraint? Here we are talking about 
ropes, scarves, even underwear being involved. I have come across 
cases where ties have been used, or stockings, or household items 
like flex, wires, cables, cable ties, etc. One assailant known to the 
police was in the habit of using a flexible thin strip of metal coated in 
a thick rubber sheath to tie his victims in place believing there will 
be no sign of restraining because the coating would act like a cushion 
and prevent any abrasions. However, what he did not know was that 
it was possible to detect minute samples of the rubber coating which 
helped to identify him as the culprit. Of course, all ties and restraints 
will leave an indelible impression on the skin, especially immediately 
after the incident. What we are looking for is patterns of injury that 
will correlate with the type of restraint used. 

Was there strangling or throttling involved? In serious cases of 
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rape we always find this type of aggressive behaviour is prevalent. 
Again it comes down to coercion by dominance; the assailant needs 
to dominate his intended victim. It is a means to an end, to get the 
victim under his subjection and thus exert his will. It is also the most 
personal form of contact and many rapists have been identified by 
their stranglehold of the victim, leaving tacit fingerprints on the skin. 
In the case of ligature strangulation the police will need to search the 
crime scene as well as the assailant's home to locate the ligature 
used and identify its provenance (where it was bought from, etc.). 

What form of torture was involved? Was there any burning? If so, 
get a full description and identify the parts of the body involved. Are 
the injuries consistent with the history described? 

Was there any form of threats involved, as in the threat of harm 
or bodily injury? Determine if this was just to the victim or others 
around her. This may also help to explain lack of physical injuries, for 
if she feels threatened enough, no force may actually be used, just the 
threat itself. 

Was the victim fully conscious throughout the ordeal, or did she 
lose consciousness at any point? If so, for how long? In the case of the 
drunken young woman mentioned above who was a victim of an 
assault in the back of a cab, her inability to recall the actual event 
was a good indication that there was lack of consciousness at some 
point and the physical evidence also corroborated her story. This 
also helps to determine if the rape was facilitated by drugs (i.e. GBH, 
amyl nitrate or poppers) most of which have the capacity to render 
someone unconscious temporarily, enough for the offence to take 
place and also produce an after-effect that seriously hampers the 
ability to recall, therefore they tend to be the ideal choice for repeat 
offenders. This will help to explain clinically the loss of memory in 
some victims, with total or only partial recall. A blood sample should 
be taken from the victim to determine the type of drug used (and a 
full toxicology report). Also this will give the police an idea what to 
look for in the perpetrator’s home. All of this will help towards the 
prosecution. 

These are salient points that need to be covered in all our 
investigations but may not necessarily be in this order. Obviously the 
closer to the time of the event is imperative. Vital evidence can be 
lost within the first 72 hours, so the quicker the victim is interviewed 
and examined the better. It also helps at this point to establish such 
things as hygiene practices post-trauma: washing, bathing, douching, 
urinating, defecating, inserting and removing tampons or applying 
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sanitary towels, inserting/removing diaphragms or other forms of 
contraception, eating, drinking, brushing teeth, gargling with mouth 
wash, etc., all need to be taken into consideration to get a full picture. 
I have always asked the victim to remove any clothing she was 
wearing at the time of the assault and bag it up and bring it to the 
police station. Once we have her clothes in the lab we can go through 
it all with a fine tooth comb, obviously not affecting the evidence by 
using gloves and tweezers. Traces of pubic hair not belonging to the 
victim were enough to warrant the arrest of a suspect and made a 
positive match. If the clothing is bagged up properly there is a far 
greater chance of preserving the evidence which would otherwise be 
lost if she was wearing it, especially if she is nervous. This causes 
perspiration which can tamper with the evidence. 

The integrity of the case and of the victim is always at the 
forefront of any investigation and she should be treated accordingly, 
as a victim, not as a perpetrator as some have been treated in the 
past for their stories have not been taken seriously. There is, or 
rather was, far too much prejudice involved, especially when the 
victim is a young impressionable woman who may have a certain 
questionable reputation. But the onus is always to remain unbiased 
and sincere until the case goes to court. Approaching the victim in 
this frame of mind helps towards her own closure about the event 
and will get her to divulge more details, once she feels she is in a 
trusting environment or in a situation where she is being taken 
seriously. 

During the interview you can become a bit of a mind-reader for it 
is not just what the victim tells you, it is how they tell you and the 
words they use. There is also body language, the general demeanour 
of the person and her appearance (i.e. state of dress, clothing, hair, 
make-up, external genitalia, etc.) as well as her smell. These are all 
notable things which will go towards the overall picture. Also 
recorded during the interview should be her mental state (e.g. calm, 
distressed, confused, disorientated, anxious, etc.) and any obvious 
nervousness on display (ticks, clutching at hair, twiddling thumbs, 
rolling eyes, etc). Her heart rate should be monitored, blood pressure 
noted, etc., and the full extent of her injuries taken into account. 

The types of injuries must be recorded and where: head and face, 
on the scalp where hair may have been pulled, ears, nose and cheeks, 
also gums and lips to determine forced oral sex. 

Injuries about the neck, possible signs of attempted strangulation 
or ligature, as well as bite marks, sucking, etc. 
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The breasts. These are always prone to signs of manipulation or 
manual exertion like pulling, squeezing, sucking, biting, pinching, etc. 

The buttocks, another area of sustained attack in most rape cases, 
can show signs of kicking, scratching, gouging, whipping, stabbing, or 
even cutting, as in scarification where letters have been carved deep 
into the flesh. This in another indicator of sexual deviation where we 
note that it is a substitute for possession, for by marking the victim 
in this way is tantamount to saying ‘You are now mine.’ 

We now come to discuss the most prominent area of the assault: 
the genitalia. Non-consensual forms of intercourse always result in 
some form of injury, from a lesser to a greater extent. This is not just 
from the penis being forcefully inserted into the vagina against the 
victim’s will but also other objects like fingers, fists, bottles, hoses, 
dildos, and even scissors and knives, with the consequent extensive 
injuries consistent with such patterns of behaviour. Examination of 
this part of the body should always take place after the general body 
examination. The examiner does not have to be a gynaecologist, but 
he must have a thorough understanding of the internal and external 
parts of the female anatomy, and the physiology of the female genital 
tract, with a good talk being given to the victim beforehand so she 
knows what to expect. The only way we can do such an examination 
is to have her in stirrups (the lithotomy position). Some women do 
not find this position comfortable at all, as previously mentioned, but 
it is the only way we can get full access to the internal parts of the 
organ and thus corroborate forced sex has taken place. The normal 
sexual response in a woman are the following; natural lubrication of 
the genital outlet, the pelvic tilt, the increased heart rate, a rubicund 
appearance of the labia, the erection of the nipples, the engorgement 
of the clitoris. All of these are part of the natural cycle of the sexual 
response, and most do not occur in rape situations because it is not a 
sexual situation but rather one of violence and control. Contrary to 
popular belief, women do not get turned on by the idea of rape 
simply because it is a violent and life-threatening situation, therefore 
not a turn on (if anything the rape will be a fantasy for most women 
who will explore the possibility as a means of expanding their sexual 
selves, but it will always be a fantasy, not a reality for them). All rape 
involves some form of violence; it wouldn't be so otherwise. 

When carrying out the intimate part of the examination we 
should try to treat the victim with respect and dignity, ensuring 
other parts of her body not required for investigation are covered 
up. In extreme cases local or general anaesthetic may be required to 
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facilitate a full examination, depending on the extent of the injuries. 
This is particularly so where a speculum has to be inserted in the 
vagina to view internal injuries, and can be extremely uncomfortable 
for some women. Extent of the injuries can be gauged by the 
application of the toludine blue dye test; this will reveal recent or 
healed genital/anal injuries. Injured mucosa retain the dye and 
become apparent to the naked eye, yet this does not always 
guarantee rape has taken place as some sexual practices (like rough 
sex) may incur superficial damage which will also show up under 
this test. For a better view the colposcope should be used to magnify 
images, say between 5 to 30 times greater. The images can be 
recorded and stored digitally and put forward as proof of wounding, 
possibly caused by the assault, but in some cases are not always 
admissible in court. 

A woman raped in the supine position will show an injury (called 
the ‘mounting injury’) around the perineum. This is where the penis 
has been forcibly inserted into the vagina but missed the point of 
entry at the first attempt. The labia (minora/majora) need to be 
examined, the hymen (or its remnants) also, as well as the clitoris 
and urethral opening. Swelling in these areas can be tested by gentle 
palpitations. Over time these swellings may become greater so it 
would be advisable to do a further test at a later date. Using a Wood’s 
lamp at this stage will reveal traces of semen and saliva. 

For a proper inspection, the labia need to be separated. This is a 
delicate part of the exam and can be facilitated by gently separating 
the labia majora laterally using the finger and thumb of one hand. 
The other method is to gently pull down by grasping the labia folds 
between thumb and index finger of both hands to get a better view of 
the opening. 

Hymeneal tearing is indicative of penetrating trauma to the 
vagina since the hymen is an internal structure. The only way this 
can be gauged is by the insertion of the speculum which should be 
lubricated beforehand using only warm water (and not oil-based 
lubricants as that will interfere with the evidence). The technique for 
using the speculum is to insert two fingers into the vagina and gently 
press down until the muscle relaxes. The closed speculum is then 
inserted obliquely and when inside it is rotated into position so that 
the handle is upright, then gently open the blades. This will afford a 
good view of the vagina walls and cervix, and noticeable signs of 
trauma will become apparent. 

The lateral recumbent position is used for inspection of the anus. 
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This is where the victim can lie comfortably on the side and gives the 
professional a greater view of the whole affected area, especially in 
anal rape cases involving forced sodomy, and is used for both 
women and men. (Let us not forget that men can also be raped, and 
indeed I have had to deal with quite a few personally where they 
have been in most cases too embarrassed if not traumatised to come 
forward, and show extensive bleeding in this area where sodomitical 
practices are not normally engaged in.) However, we will continue to 
use the feminine gender from now on, although the masculine may 
well be applicable. Injuries to this area usually consist of over¬ 
stretching of the anal sphincter caused by the insertion of a large 
penis or other objects (dildos, pokers, bottles, broomsticks have 
been noted in the past). The latter is a form of pseudo-penetration 
where it does not involve the penis. Other forms of pseudo¬ 
penetration include the use of fingers, hands, and even whole arms 
in the practice of what is termed ‘fisting,’ which is common in gay 
communities, but is also present in some heterosexual relationships 
designed to heighten stimulation of the whole area, including the 
genitalia. Examination is facilitated by the separation of the buttocks 
to reveal noticeable signs of trauma as well as deposits like semen 
and/or saliva. One victim known to me personally awoke one 
morning after being under heavy sedation due to an almost lethal 
cocktail of drink and drugs (including possibly GBH) only to find that 
when opening his bowels there was some considerable bleeding, 
accompanied with intense pain. A close examination revealed the 
presence of semen. I had to ask him whether he was a practising 
homosexual. He refuted it completely, unaware that he had been the 
target of a gang rape in a gay slum. He simply had no recollection of 
the event, but my report, consolidated by eyewitness testimony, 
secured a conviction against the offenders, one of whom was known 
as Big Black Willy, the main culprit. 

After the intimate examination survivors of the trauma are all 
offered anti-microbial therapy for the prevention of STDs, even if 
contraindicated by the exam itself. But it is always paramount in the 
case of female survivors to carry out pregnancy tests; should the 
possibility of pregnancy exist then post-coital contraception must be 
offered in the first 72 hours after the rape. If pregnancy does result 
due to a rape (and this has been prevalent in my experience) then 
counselling should be offered commensurate with normal methods, 
as well as discussing possible abortion options. 

Speaking of counselling, in the past rape victims were often 
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humiliated by coming forward and declaring a crime had been 
committed upon their person, in many cases being turned away from 
hospitals where they needed treatment and sent to the police 
instead. We are now in the fortunate position of having specially 
trained officers to deal with all types of rape victims, but only after 
medical support and help have been given first. Our job is not to 
determine the extent of the injuries but to establish whether a crime 
has or has not occurred, preferably with evidential proof of the 
crime, then we can go forward and a present a case for the 
prosecution, as well as offering a form of counselling to the victim at 
the same time. It is usually after the rape where she feels more 
vulnerable and will need all the help she can get, firstly to overcome 
the ordeal, and secondly to seek that a full case is made, and this can 
only be done by the implementation of more Crisis Centres which 
specialise in rape-victim support, and encouraging the victim to 
attend them on a regular basis. Aftercare is essential, especially 
where the victim intends to go to court to support her case in person 
rather than via a video-link. She will need to be strong by then for 
facing her assailant will bring back unpleasant memories which 
could affect her mental and emotional state, as well as impairing her 
judgement during cross examination. 

The trial can only be agreed upon by the CPS if it is substantiated 
that there is enough evidence to warrant a prosecution. 

There is an old saying amongst us law enforcement officers and 
that is: People always leave something behind or take something 
away in a crime scene. This indicates their presence and irrefutably 
puts them at the crime scene, either before, during, or after the 
event. And sometimes the evidence is so microscopic it is barely 
noticeable. But to specially trained officers they are apparent, even 
to the naked eye. 

This is specifically so in the case of rape because of the amount of 
trauma involved and the deposit of bodily fluids. We once had a guy 
who was a repeat offender [he simply couldn’t help himself) and 
thought he was being clever because he always used a condom and 
was careful to flush it down the toilet afterwards, little realising that 
minute specks of his semen could be traced on the toilet bowl where 
he removed the condom. The water did not wash all of it away. 

Thus forensic evidence must link a suspect to a crime. Fibres in a 
carpet should be collected where the victim was forced to have sex 
on the floor, or threads from the fabric of the sofa, etc., and these can 
invariably be found on the clothing of the suspect, or in his home 
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after the clothes have been removed. In sexual crimes the obvious 
specimens that need to be collected immediately are bodily fluids, 
preserved in containers to prevent loss or degradation (always with 
accurate labelling and tamper-proof seals) and will result in the 
forensic analyses being acceptable in a court of law. Next is a control 
sample, such as hair, blood, skin tissue, etc., which can be compared 
with those found at the crime scene (not just the location but also the 
genital cavity where the rape occurred for this is always considered 
the first or primary scene of the crime, the locality being the second). 

It cannot be stressed enough that absolute care must be taken to 
avoid contamination: we don’t want foreign elements getting in to 
our samples and affecting the analyses especially when it comes to 
DNA, for this could result in an adverse effect and even destroy the 
evidence, rendering the samples useless, thereby putting the case in 
jeopardy. Handling must be done under strictly controlled conditions 
to minimise inadvertently introducing those foreign elements. 

This is especially so when it comes to taking swabs, the sole 
purpose of which is to collect any body fluids in and around the 
primary scene, and will assist to connect the suspect to the crime 
through DNA analysis. Also it must be noted from which parts of the 
body the samples are taken which will corroborate the victim’s 
statement or their version of the events. The areas to be closely 
noted are the following: 

The mouth—internal swabbing for deposits of semen and/or 
saliva where osculation has occurred. 

The vagina—external swabbing for deposits of saliva if oral sex 
was involved. 

The breasts—external swabbing for deposits of saliva if 
osculation has occurred there and/or biting. 

The body in general—parts necessary to swab will be judged by 
the statement of the victim, especially areas where the suspect may 
have ejaculated. 

The fingernails—under the nails for swabbing if scratching was 
involved. (All women like their partner’s fingernails to be cut short 
and well manicured for obvious reasons. If the finger is inserted in 
the vagina but the nail is long there is a strong possibility of 
scratching the vaginal walls which might cause bleeding and some 
irritation. Fragments of tissue will adhere under the nails, only 
minute specks, and although the hands may be washed several times 
or the nails cut, those specks will still remain and be detectable. And 
indeed that is the case, for that is how we identified a rapist who just 
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happened to be a woman, in fact a lesbian serial rapist. Although 
explicitly denying any involvement with her victims, the deposits of 
tissue under her nails (which by the way were manicured to 
perfection but kept deliberately long for aesthetic reasons) told 
another story.) 

Body fluids are dependent on the time it has taken to collect them 
and where they were found. Blood can be washed off but leaves 
minute deposits which can be detected by luminol. Saliva may 
evaporate if air-dried on the survivor’s skin but will leave behind 
cells from the oral mucosa. Spermatozoa will remain for a fairly long 
period which can be upwards of a week or so, depending on the 
whereabouts of the body or if internal. If the latter, as in endo- 
cervical swabs, then approx. 144 hours, or internal vaginal swabs, 
then 120 hours. Externally, possibly about the same. In the rectum, 
65 hours. Around the anus, 45 hours. The mouth (external as in lips) 
then 9 hours, and inside of the mouth, 6 hours. 

We have already discussed specimens above but I think it is 
pertinent to reiterate them here for greater clarity. 

Clothing—if wet then they need to be dried and put in paper bags 
(not plastic ones) once dried out. Never store wet clothing because it 
will become contaminated. 

Semen—collected from various sources and treated accordingly, 
with swabs you can smear on to a glass slide and allow to dry. 

Blood—preferably at least 5 ml needs to be collected and from 
various sources, and if from separate items then they need to be 
preserved and labelled separately. 

Saliva—from various surfaces and should be allowed to dry 
naturally, then stored as per protocol discussed above. 

Hair—from the head, collected by using clean forceps, with 
individual or clumps of hair kept separate, and those hairs still 
having remnants of tissue need to be preserved with extra care to 
retain the integrity of the samples. (See also below.) 

Foreign debris—as mentioned above like carpet fibres, etc. need 
to be collected from the crime scene and individually placed on 
paper, then folded and inserted in envelopes and properly labelled. 

Fingernails—deposits from underneath like tissue, dead skin, etc., 
taken by swabbing need to be air dried and then sealed in jars or test 
tubes. 

Tampons—if present these need to be air dried and packed in 
paper bags. 

Condoms—if found need to be preserved and air dried, then 
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sealed in jars and properly labelled. 

Pubic hair—where there is such, depending on the age of the 
victim, her culture, her fashion sense, etc., this needs to be collected 
using a comb to sift out any loose hair that may not belong to her. A 
sheet of catch paper is placed under the buttocks and the victim is 
made to lie down with legs wide apart, and the comb is then swept 
across her pubic area in a downward motion to force the foreign hair 
out and down on to the paper. Gloved fingers can also be used, and 
where matted clumps are found which may indicate dried blood or 
semen the hair should be cut and preserved on a separate sheet of 
paper which is then folded and enveloped and labelled. For a control 
sample to see the difference between hers and the suspect’s, about 
ten hairs must be acquired which can be pulled from her pubic 
region using tweezers. It is obviously important to explain the 
reason and necessity of this part of the examination so she under¬ 
stands why we are doing it. 

All the evidence that is gained from these sources are then passed 
on to me prior to the conducting of the investigative interview to 
determine whether a crime has been committed and the nature and 
full extent of the crime, so I need to hear this from the victim herself. 
I will try to discover what happened, how it happened, who were the 
perpetrators, and what were the results. 

When a victim does come to me at the police station, after she has 
sought medical attention, it is up to me to decide, going by the facts 
given, if a crime has even been committed which I obtain from her 
testimony. But I have to follow protocol, based on previous cases of 
the police dealing with rape victims that have evolved over time to 
the satisfaction of the CPS and Women’s Defence League who have 
long campaigned for better treatment by the police of rape victims. 
This is also to secure the best possible likelihood of a proper full 
conviction. 

I will outline the protocol briefly. It includes the following: 

1. Only a specially trained officer is allowed to interview the 
victim or survivor of the assault. 

2. The interview must take place in a private room with a female 
officer present. 

3. The rape victim must be treated just like a victim of any other 
serious crime, devoid of insulting or accusative remarks. For 
example, a sex worker should be treated like any other rape victim 
without recourse to slander such as ‘She asked for it.’ 

4. If the case is so serious that the victim will remain in hospital 
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then the police must visit her there and as quickly as possible, 
conducting the interview by her bedside, whilst the details are still 
fresh in her mind. 

5. The police should offer counselling assistance and recommend 
the nearest Crisis Centre after the interview. 

6. If the victim comes directly to the police before seeking medical 
attention then she must be informed by the police about the 
importance of preserving the evidence such as by not washing or 
changing her clothes. 

7. The police must explain to the rape victim what will happen 
next when the interview finishes, what steps will be taken by them 
afterwards, and what will happen during the trial should it reach 
that stage. 

However, if it is determined that no crime has been committed it 
is unlikely all the above steps will be followed. Based on my own 
personal experience I can judge within the first few minutes of the 
investigative interview if the rape was actually a rape, or if the victim 
is lying, or making a false claim, or has been misled by her own 
judgement, as we shall see. 

Returning to the man under discussion, who I shall only refer to 
as Suspect, we had heard similar complaints about him before. There 
had been six so far, with this one making it seven. They all said the 
same thing, they all made the same statements, they all had sex with 
this stranger, and in each case usually within only a few minutes of 
meeting him. The longest time it took to get to that stage was an 
hour. He was like a compulsive Lothario, and could charm the pants 
off any woman, no matter how old, experienced or inexperienced, 
and all these cases had one thing in common: he always took them 
from behind. It was obviously an ego-boost, a power-trip, which 
made him feel superior to women: being able to take a woman in 
that fashion gives any man a certain level of power over the other 
person. It is a dominating position where the partner becomes 
passive, having little control over the actions of her man, and this is 
why it was his preferred modus operandi. 

I will describe each case as it is pertinent to this story and may lay 
a foundation for further investigation. 

But first I think it is worth mentioning that there was one 
exception to the above which we know about where a young lady 
who, although she did not have sex with him, still felt there was 
reason for prosecution as he had forced himself upon her. 

She worked in a travel agents in town and one afternoon he 


119 



WHEN IS A RAPE NOT A RAPE? 


walked in to get some advice about where to go on holiday. He was 
looking for somewhere warm, not too hot, but just enough to go 
swimming in the sea in March. Being helpful and accommodating, 
she spent a good half hour going through some brochures with him 
and suggested Azante, a place he had never heard of before. Upon 
her recommendation he took a couple of brochures, saying he would 
think about it, and was about to leave when she asked him if there 
was anything else she could do. He curtly replied, ‘As a matter of fact 
there is,’ and grabbed her and started kissing her full on the mouth 
in the middle of the shop, with only her elderly colleague present. 
After a few minutes the rather shocked young woman managed to 
pull herself away and stood gawping at him, to which he said, Thank 
you,' and proceeded to walk out the shop, not without giving a quick 
wink to her colleague, joking to her, ‘Great customer service.’ The 
poor young woman, somewhat distraught, then ran out of the shop 
to reprimand him, only to have him disappear into thin air. She then 
approached us, complaining that he had assaulted her, and wished to 
have him ‘punished’ for kissing her, as if somehow he should have 
asked her permission beforehand. But I rather suspect there was a 
hidden agenda to her motives, and that was simply to find out who 
this man was, where he lived, and get his phone number. Of course, 
we promptly dismissed her ‘case.’ 

When we brought Suspect in for questioning to answer these 
charges, his response was always the same: it was consensual. He 
claimed they never begged him to stop, never said no, never even 
tried to back off, and he felt their behaviour was an encouragement 
for his actions, so he proceeded, and liked to ‘test reality' by taking it 
all the way to see how far he could go. 

I will come back to discuss this rather intriguing man, but I do 
fear that what I am about to relate tends to back up his statement. I 
will recount the other victim’s cases in turn. Then you can judge for 
yourself. 

Last year Suspect was out on his bike, riding through a well 
known park. It was a beautiful summer’s day, and surprisingly there 
weren't that many people around. He had a habit of doing a circuit of 
the park, then stopping off in a large area full of chairs and tables, 
where he would catch his breath, take in a bit of sun, then head back 
home, the return journey normally taking about 30 minutes. As he 
was about to complete his circuit a fly accidentally flew into his 
mouth and he almost swallowed it. He stopped and tried to spit it out 
and reached down for his water bottle which to his chagrin he found 
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was empty, having forgotten to fill it before leaving home. He was 
then distracted by some rabbits that were eating grass on one of the 
verges off a narrow country lane, and was so engrossed watching 
them he failed to notice there was a pretty, young lady approaching 
him. He then became aware of her as she got closer and gave her a 
big smile. She reciprocated as she proceeded to walk past him. He 
stopped her and begged to have a sip of water from the water bottle 
she was carrying (she was apparently out jogging, but by then just 
walking) and she obliged and let him have a sip. 

Thank you,’ he said, and had a good look at this girl standing 
before him. 

He estimated she was in her early twenties. She had long dark 
brown hair, with eyes to match, nice ruddy lips with no lipstick, and 
from what he could make out a rather fit body on her. She was 
wearing a tight black sleeveless sheer top, like a vest, and dark grey 
jogging pants ending in white trainers. Immediately there was a 
chemical reaction; both appeared to like what they were seeing. 

‘So, what’s a pretty girl like you doing round here?’ he asked her 
with a smile, knowing it was a rather cliched question. 

‘Jogging,’ she replied as she stood there with hands on hips. 

‘Looks like it,' he joked back. 

She let out a light laugh. ‘Why, what are you doing here?’ 

‘Cycling,’ he replied, sitting on his bike, one foot on the ground. 

‘Looks like it,’ she joked back. 

They both laughed, then he remarked: ‘Well, actually, I was 
admiring those rabbits over there.’ 

He pointed to the one or two still remaining that hadn't hopped 
away when she approached. 

‘Oh?’ she asked him inquisitively. 

‘Yes, you see they have got it easy, haven’t they? They don’t have 
to go to work. They don’t have to get up early in the morning and 
drag themselves to the office, just so they can put food on the table 
and a roof over their heads. Why should they. They have it all here. 
Free food, free accommodation, not much else to worry about, except 
keeping out of harm's way, like steering clear of man and other 
beasts. They've got it easy, don’t you think?' 

‘You sound jealous.’ 

‘I suppose I am. I just wish I had it that easy.’ 

‘Oh? Don’t you like your job?’ 

Who does! No, I can’t stand it. Being cooped up in an office all 
day, especially on a beautiful day like this, it just does my head in.’ 
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‘So why aren’t you at work today?’ 

‘It’s my day off. I work on a rota, shift work. Normally, when it’s 
like this, I try to make the most of it.’ 

‘Me too.’ 

‘I take it you don't work at the moment?’ She shook her head. ‘Let 
me guess, you’re a student.’ 

‘Sort of. I’m in training, doing an apprenticeship in dentistry. We 
get two and half days on, two and half days off. So I’ve got the whole 
of this afternoon free.’ 

‘What a coincidence, so have I. Fancy a walk?’ he asked her and 
gestured to the path they were facing. 

She nodded and waited for him to get off his bike. They fell into 
general conversation as they walked side by side down the long 
tarmac lane that would take them to the seated area, a good two to 
three hundred metres away. After about five minutes he stopped 
walking and pointed to his saddle. 

‘Get on,’ he instructed her. ‘I’m going to take you for a ride.’ 

‘Where to?’ 

‘I'll show you.’ 

She laughed and did as he bade whilst he held the bike steady 
between his legs so she could climb on safely. She supported herself 
by holding on to his shoulders as he got the thing in motion, and they 
took off far quicker than she expected. They were on a slight incline, 
making it fairly easy for him to get up a good speed as he stood 
upright on the pedals and steered, and deliberately made it go faster 
as they went over the speed bumps. 

‘Ouch!’ she gasped as she felt it, then let out a light laugh and 
started giggling as he veered his bike from one side of the narrow 
lane to the other on purpose just to see if he could make her fall off. 
She clung on tightly to his big manly shoulders and quite forgot she 
didn't know this man, not even his name. ‘What’s your name?’ 

‘Jack,’ he shouted back to her. ‘Everyone calls me Jack. What’s 
yours?’ 

‘Chloe.’ 

‘Nice name. It’s from the Greek, you know. It means something 
that is blooming, verdant, full of life. In ancient times it was used as 
another name for Demeter in the summer, suggestive of fertility.’ 

‘Really?’ 

The more she listened to this man, the more she began to realise 
that she quite liked him. 

He slowed the bike down. It began to creak as he applied the 
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brakes, then they took a sharp exit to the left, over a dirt track, quite 
narrow, lined by hedgerows either side, and she wondered where he 
was taking her as this part of the park was not familiar to her at all. 
He then did another left through a gap and past some trees, over 
some grass, and found she was now in an open park with tables 
scattered here and there, those wooden ones that appeared to be 
anchored into the ground, with seats on either side that were fixed to 
the main frame of the table. He pulled up at one of them, coming to a 
grinding screech. She was not prepared, consequently the sudden 
stop jerked her forward causing her a slight discomfort in her crutch. 

‘Oh, dear. Have you hurt yourself?’ he joked, half-heartedly. She 
nodded. ‘Let me kiss it better for you,’ he offered as he got off. 

She smiled and gingerly climbed off, holding on to one of his 
hands as with the other he held his bike steady for her. 

‘Where are we?’ she asked, looking all around. 

‘This is what I call my power spot. It’s where I feel at peace with 
the world. I always come here, and sometimes I go into a sort of 
trance just gazing at all the vegetation, the grass, the blue sky, 
watching the rabbits and squirrels playing here, especially the 
squirrels. There's one here that is quite friendly. It comes right up to 
me sometimes and I feed it with what ever scraps of food I have left. I 
also feed the crows here too,’ he proudly proclaimed. ‘I'll show you.’ 

He pulled out a small bag from his jacket pocket and went over to 
one of the tables, about ten metres away from where they were 
standing, and scattered what looked like berries and pieces of fruit 
on to its top, making sure they were evenly spread and visible. He 
then returned to Chloe and stood by her side. She was somewhat 
confused because she couldn’t see any crows about. He then gave a 
loud clap. Out of the treetops suddenly appeared black shapes which 
swirled and swooped around the table before alighting on it and 
began to madly peck at the small morsels of food. If she hadn't seen it 
for herself she would have disbelieved him should he have claimed 
he could charm the animals, in a way, and get them to do his bidding, 
for they acted as if they had been trained by him, or he had some 
strange control over them. Immediately she was fascinated by him, 
and seemed to like him even more. 

‘Sit down,’ he begged, gesturing to the long seat next to him. 

As they sat there talking, just idle talk, trivial and meaningless, 
she noticed he was getting closer to her, inching his way slowly but 
surely, narrowing the gap between them, his eyes scanning her all 
over as if trying to see beneath her, not just her clothes, but her skin, 
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trying to reach inside her for something; what it was she didn’t 
know, but it was the most peculiar feeling, neither making her afraid 
nor perturbed in the slightest, until she looked around and realised 
there was nobody in the park except them: she was sitting next to a 
stranger with nobody to call out to should anything untoward occur, 
not even the crows who had disappeared back to the treetops, hav¬ 
ing replenished themselves with what scraps of food they found on 
the now empty table. 

She was about to say something when he stopped her and flung 
his arms round her, pulling her in tight towards him, his mouth 
aiming for hers, giving her a full smacker on the lips, his tongue 
darting deep down into the back of her throat. She tried to resist, but 
it was impossible: she could only reciprocate and as she did so she 
felt a peculiar warmth flow through her as if it was coming from him, 
tantalising and yet soothing at the same time. Physically it had a 
profound effect on her, making her nipples hard. He must have 
known because he stopped and released her from his grasp, then 
looked down at her chest. 

‘Are you wearing a bra?’ 

‘Of course! I always do, especially when I go jogging.' 

‘Take it off,' he whispered in her ear. 

She was about to remove her top when his hand stayed hers and 
said, ‘No. Just the bra.’ 

She looked at him uncertain. 

He got her to swing her legs over his and pulled her on to his lap. 
With one hand he reached in to the back of her top and deftly undid 
her bra. It now fell loose about her shoulders then clung to her upper 
arms. She looked at him strangely. One hand was now round her 
waist, the other on her knee, and smiled at her with that cutesy 
mouth of his which was quite beguiling. 

What was the meaning of this, she wanted to ask, but soon 
realised as he began to rhythmically bump her up and down on his 
lap so that her breasts, now free from their constraints, could bounce 
against the little top she was wearing. She looked down to see them 
moving all over the place, then at him and noticed his eyes were 
quite fixed on her chest. He seemed to go into a sort of trance, 
fascinated by this spectacle, the movement of her free breasts 
obviously turning him on as she could feel beneath her buttocks a 
swelling in his pants. His breathing also became deeper, and some¬ 
what slower, as he continued to bounce her up and down. Then 
suddenly he stopped and pulled her off him. He flung her down on 
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the table and held her there with one hand, whilst with the other he 
ripped at her jogging bottoms, pulling them all the way down her 
legs. She was not wearing knickers but a black thong. It stood no 
chance of resistance against his strength, his mounting lust. This last 
bastion of protection was ripped off and flung to the ground, 
allowing him full access to her holy of holies. Before she knew it he 
was inside her, up to the hilt. She let out a little squeal and gasped as 
he rammed into her again, this time with full force. It made her 
practically gurgle. His penis was like a battering ram, plunging 
harder and deeper inside her. She wanted to wince, to cry out in 
pain, to do anything but found her voice had deserted her. She had 
no will; like most of her clothes it had been stripped from her. As he 
repeatedly shafted her she kept banging her head against the table 
top. She clasped at its edges to steady herself and could feel it cutting 
into the top of her legs. She could imagine they were all bruised and 
bleeding by now as this madman gave her no respite, pummelling 
into like a pneumatic drill, fucking and fucking her, harder and 
harder, with long continuous strokes. 

At one point she felt she was going to die, waves of ecstasy were 
rolling around her, crashing in to the sides of her body, then rolling 
up her spine with a tingling sensation like there was electricity 
singing in her veins, and then finally cascading in to her now empty 
skull. She could feel herself coming out of her body, pouring through 
her eyes, just slipping out, seeping away as he continued relentlessly 
to penetrate her, harder and harder. 

She half-imagined her insides were creeping up into the back of 
her mouth with each thrust, and they would be flowing out any 
second if he didn't stop. Stop! Would that ever happen? It seemed to 
be ceaseless, going on and on for ages. She could feel his hand 
tugging at her long hair, his fingers wrapping round it and pulling 
her head back so that now she could see in front of her, the wide 
empty space, disbelieving this was actually happening to her, a lack 
of witnesses not even being able to confirm it. Not one person in 
sight. How was this possible? On a beautiful day like this. There was 
no one else here. Is that why he chose this isolated space, so he could 
do this to her? But before she could come up with any answers the 
man let out a loud bellow as at last he came inside her. He seemed to 
give one almighty thrust as if trying to force not only his penis but 
his whole body inside her, and finally it was all over. His heavy body 
then flopped on top of her and went dead as if every ounce of energy 
had been expended in that one seismic convulsion. He even seemed 
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to stop breathing, but this was belied by the faint trace of air 
escaping from his mouth. It tickled the back of her neck, making its 
hairs stand up, the horripilation also being accompanied by a strange 
sensation flickering all over her sore, wounded body. It was now all 
sticky and covered with sweat. 

Exhausted, but slightly recovered, the man slowly peeled himself 
off her and slunk back onto his seat, taking her with him so that his 
flaccid penis still remained lodged inside her. What little energy he 
had left was just enough to move his finger to and fro over her pubic 
area until it found what it was looking for; her clitoris. It stood to 
attention and she could feel a strange languor come over her as he 
dallied with it gently, then realised how wet she was. It must be 
dribbling down his legs, she thought. But she didn’t care. She was 
now in a kind of swoon; his gentle massaging of her erogenous zone 
seemed to act like an anaesthetic, calming not only her hurt body but 
her mind, and lulling her senses. She was content now, and believed 
she must have come a thousand times, all in the space of only a few, 
long, arduous minutes. This was the pay off, she thought. He was 
doing it on purpose just to soothe her savaged and ravaged soul, or 
what was left of it. 

Now she could feel his hot breath against the back of her neck, 
and his lips gently kissing its nape. Then he gently smoothed her wet, 
glistening hair, mopping her brow with his big hands and gave her a 
full kiss on her cheek as if to say, Thanks for that. It was just what I 
needed.’ 

‘And what did he do after that?’ I asked her. 

‘He helped me get dressed after wiping me down with his 
handkerchief and that was it. He offered to give me a ride back on his 
bike, but the last thing I wanted to do was to sit on his saddle again.’ 

‘I understand. Then what happened?’ 

‘He got back on his bike as I started to walk away and said, "By 
the way, you’ve got a lovely arse," and rode off.’ 

‘That doesn’t sound much like the actions of a rapist.’ 

‘But he did rape me. He did!' 

‘If what you are saying is true then why did you leave it three 
days to report it?’ 

‘I didn't realise he actually had until I showed the bruises to my 
friends and told them how my vagina was still sore. They said it must 
have been rape, and afterwards I was inclined to agree. The more I 
thought about it, the more I considered it was true. I had been raped.’ 

‘And yet you yourself never said no to him, or told him to stop.' 


126 



THE RAPE TRILOGY 


‘But I couldn't. I just couldn’t. Don’t you understand? He’s not like 
ordinary, normal men. I’ve never met anybody like him before. He’s 
different, very different from others. He has this power over things, 
not just like with the crows, but people too. He seems to have this 
magnet that draws you in and before you know it, it’s too late.’ 

‘I see. And yes, I do understand. The only problem is the CPS 
won’t see it that way.’ 

‘How will they see it?’ 

‘Simple: you had sex with a stranger.’ 

‘But it wasn’t sex ... I mean not normal sex. Besides, I would never 
go with somebody I didn’t know, especially on a first date. He used 
me, don’t you understand? He used me like a piece of meat, did what 
he did with me, then tossed me aside, and left me all bleeding and 
sore. I cried my heart out afterwards. He forced me into something I 
didn’t want to do.' 

‘And yet you enjoyed it.’ 

‘No I didn’t!’ 

‘But you must have, for we have evidence to prove it.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ she asked, confused. 

‘Unbeknownst to you and your friend,' I said, emphasising the last 
word as I got out of my chair and walked around her, ‘there was 
somebody else there who saw the whole thing. Not only did they see 
it, they also videoed it.’ 

I swung the computer screen round in her direction and hit a key. 
A video started to play. The quality may have been poor but the 
picture was reasonable. (See Exhibit A.) 

‘This was taken on the day you claimed the incident happened,’ I 
started to narrate, ‘by a woman who just happened to be walking her 
dog. She was about to walk into the part where you were sitting and 
saw something was happening. She couldn't believe her eyes. She 
was about to ring us as she felt disgusted by the sight of you two 
going at it like dogs, as she put it, and instead recorded it on her 
mobile phone. She brought it to us and wanted to launch an official 
complaint. After all, sex in public is still illegal.' 

I sat down opposite her and watched her face as she stared in 
disbelief at the screen. 

When the love-making finished I continued: ‘Quite clearly we can 
see you are smiling at the end there,’ I froze the picture. ‘Does that 
look like the face of someone who has just been raped? That looks 
like someone who has possibly had the best sex in her life. Look at 
that smile. Even though the picture isn’t brilliant, we can see you are 
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I meant on the video, but I certainly saw some on the poor girl’s 
face sitting in this room. 

I hit the play button. The film resumed. The girl hadn’t lied about 
what happened, even the aftermath, because we could now see the 
man getting out his handkerchief and mopping up the sexual 
secretions with it, then pulling up her jogging pants, helping her to 
get dressed, and both of them walking away from the table. He was 
holding her hand and she was still smiling. 

I hit the stop button. 

‘To be frank, Miss, I don't think anyone could possibly call that a 
rape. Do you?’ 

She averted her eyes and wiped away the tears. The poor girl 
shook her head, regained her composure and got out of her chair, 
leaving the room in silence, never to be heard from again. 

I guess it is a hard on some girls who believe they have been 
mistreated, or come across a man like Suspect who they instinctively 
feel they can form a trusting, long-lasting relationship with, only to 
find he is just after one thing, a so-called one night stand, and then 
tosses them aside like so many throw away items, not even leaving a 
number or address where he could be contacted again. And I guess 
that was how he played it: to minimise his identity so his casual 
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sexual partners really had no idea who he was, where he worked, not 
even his surname: so little information that he might not even exist, 
his identity a mystery. It was a method of keeping them at a distance, 
having gratuitous sex, and then waiting for the next opportunity to 
come along, such as the one I am about to describe. And you will note 
the similar circumstances, the familiar trend in his behaviour, etc. 

This one happened only a few weeks ago. Again it was another 
young lady who bumped into him in a store selling household items. 
She had just moved into a new flat and was looking for a few things 
to spruce it up and make it more homely. She must have got carried 
away because by the time she got to the till her trolley was fairly full. 
It was then she noticed the tall man standing behind her in the 
queue. She only became aware of him because she could feel him, as 
if his eyes were penetrating into the back of her neck. Instinctively 
she looked round to be confronted by his piercing blue eyes and a 
big friendly smile. She smiled back and then turned to face the till. An 
old lady in her fifties served her and even helped to put some of the 
bric-a-brac into shopping bags for her, and also happened to notice 
the man standing in the queue who couldn't take his eyes off the 
customer in front of her, as well as noticing there was a chemical 
reaction taking place between the two for when her customer turned 
to apologise to him for taking so long to pack her newly purchased 
goods into her trolley he simply replied, ‘That’s alright, I’m in no 
hurry,’ hinting he had plenty of time to spare, and smiled. The young 
lady apparently gave him a big smile, turned to face the shop 
assistant and was still smiling when she paid for the goods with a 
credit card. It became quite obvious to her that something was going 
on between them. As she put it, ‘You didn’t have to be a mind-reader 
to see what was on their minds and what was going to happen next.’ 

The shop assistant then served the man who not only smiled but 
gave her a quick wink, which she thought was a bit cocky. She 
watched him walk gracefully out of the shop and could see the other 
customer was waiting for him outside. He stopped and talked to her, 
then called for a taxi and helped the young lady pack her goods into 
the taxi’s boot. They both climbed into the back seat and sped off. 

‘Excuse me, madam. Are you going to serve me or should I go to 
another till?’ the rude man interrupted, and brought her back to the 
job in hand. 

Back at the young lady’s flat Suspect helped her to bring in her 
shopping. As soon as it was all in and the front door was closed, he 
wasted no time dragging her into the dining room and started 
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kissing her all over. She kissed him back, and gradually most of their 
clothes were divested. The man grabbed the woman and took her to 
the dining table and bent her over it and forced her down and ... well 
you can pretty much guess what happened. It was the same as 
before. As I said, he preferred this position because it gave him some 
dominance over his partner. But this was a bit different for they had 
sex on multiple occasions that afternoon, not just in the dining room, 
but all over her flat, and not in one position either, trying other 
positions, until they both ended up in bed and eventually fell asleep, 
probably due to exhaustion. 

On the last occasion, he allowed her to go on top. And I think this 
is significant, for it would suggest he didn’t always take the active 
part, and sometimes allowed his casual partners to take the upper 
hand, so to speak. Psychologically, when he was full of energy and 
libido he liked to take control. Obviously once his energy levels were 
depleted, and he had little strength left, he consciously gave control 
to his partner, presumably because she had more energy left than 
him. It was a form of capitulation: he had had his wicked way with 
them, now they could do the same. 

But this begs the question: if he submitted to her demands, say, 
then technically she was in charge, so how could this be called rape, 
especially from the women’s point of view? 

And this is where it gets interesting for we have the same 
scenario here where having fulfilled his need and satisfied himself, 
he disappears back into the world he came from. 

After waking up from their sleep, the lady admitted they talked 
afterwards and quite frankly, in fact, discussing his ‘technique,’ and 
did he ‘always fuck like that,' etc. In a post-coital position he would 
explain to her, ‘Yes. Always. You see, what you women don’t 
understand is that to get anything out of it, you have to put some¬ 
thing into it. And the more you put into it the more you get out of it. 
That’s where you get the pay off.’ He explained to her that he just 
became his will, and that he allowed his will to work through him. 
And this would corroborate her story when she told me that the 
reason she didn’t say no or tell him to stop was because he wasn’t 
really there. 

‘What do mean by that?’ 

‘Well ... how can I put it? He was there physically, for sure, but 
mentally he was elsewhere. You could tell just by looking at his eyes. 
They were blank, empty, vacant, just like a shark’s eyes when it’s 
about to strike. If I protested and told him to get off or stop, he 
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wouldn’t have heard me, especially when he’s coming; he just seems 
to go into overdrive. He literally becomes a fucking animal, a 
machine, and all you can do is hold on to the edge of the bed and 
pray he comes quickly, the quicker the better. The last time he 
assaulted me I thought I was going to die. He started off all nice and 
gentle. That I could handle. But as soon as he started coming his 
whole body went into a kind of spasm and that’s when he gripped 
my shoulders and pinned me down. And all I could do was just lie 
there, let him bang himself into me like some wild beast, and 
afterwards it hurt. I was sore all over, especially between my legs. I 
couldn’t even walk properly. It was that bad. And then he just 
collapsed on top of me as if all spent. I had to push his inert body off 
me and then caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I couldn’t 
believe what I was seeing: I looked like I had been to hell and back. 
My face was a mess. I had make-up smudged all over it. My hair was 
all tangled and looked like I'd been through a hedge backwards. I had 
bruises on my shoulders and the tops of my arms where his hands 
clutched me. I had bruises between my legs. My you-know-what was 
all... well, you can imagine.’ 

‘I see. And what happened after that?' 

‘I took a shower. I needed to. I felt all dirty. I mean, not just 
outside but on the inside as if had been disgorged by some huge 
industrial machine, just spat out and left to rot. I felt terrible.’ 

‘And then?’ 

‘Well, you know the rest. I came back into my bedroom and found 
he had gone. No sign of him anywhere. His clothes had gone. His 
shoes had gone. He must have crept out whilst I was in the shower.' 

‘And you never saw him again?’ 

‘No, never.’ 

‘I see. And you don't know his name?’ 

The poor girl just shook her head and looked down. 

Of course we later brought Suspect in for questioning, as we had 
done on previous occasions. He was quite glib about the whole thing 
at first, then went into disbelief, claiming as he always did that it was 
consensual and the girl was ‘up for it.’ She never said no, or told him 
to stop, or cried, or yelled out, or did anything which would suggest 
she felt she was being violated. In fact he claimed she loved it and 
couldn’t get enough; that is why they ended up doing it about six 
times. 

‘I didn’t rape her, and I can prove it.’ 

‘Oh? How?' 
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‘I have a witness, and she will back up everything I say.’ 

The next day he went back to the shop where he met the girl. The 
woman he wanted to speak to wasn’t on the till where he saw her 
last, and he couldn’t find her anywhere in the shop, so he asked to 
speak to the manager. When the manager came to his assistance he 
was quite surprised to find it was a woman, and thought this may 
work to his advantage. 

‘How can I help you?’ she asked. 

‘Well it may sound a bit trivial, but I have a slight problem, and I 
need to speak to the woman who served me last week.’ 

‘Oh, did she short-change you or something?’ 

‘No, it’s nothing like that. It is more of a personal problem.' 

‘I see. And who was it who served you?’ 

‘I don't know her name but she was working on the end till over 
there.’ 

‘On what day?’ 

‘It was last Wednesday, between 1.30 and 2.00 o'clock.’ 

‘That would be our Doris.’ 

‘Doris, that's it. I remember her name badge now. Is she at work 
today?’ 

‘Well, she is currently on her lunch break, but I suppose I can get 
her for you.’ 

‘If you could, please. I would be most grateful as it is quite 
important.’ 

The manager left and came back a few minutes later with Doris in 
tow. 

‘Here you are,’ the manager said, and could see by the way he 
looked at her that it was a personal matter which was best she did 
not hear, and promptly left them to it. 

At first Doris did not recognise him. Why should see. She probably 
served dozens of customers each day. He was just another face, one 
out of the hundreds she had seen since last week. 

‘You wanted to see me?’ she prompted him. 

‘Yes, it’s about last week. Do you remember me?’ She shook her 
head slowly: evidently not. ‘Well, you served me over there last 
Wednesday.' 

‘Oh, I didn’t give you the wrong change, did I?’ 

‘No, it’s a bit more delicate than that. I was waiting to be served, 
and there was this girl in the queue in front of me who took quite a 
shine to me, as a matter of fact. Anyway, she bought loads of stuff, 
spending something in the region of £150. A whole trolley full. You 
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helped her with her bags, do you remember?’ 

He looked into her eyes hoping to see some sort of recognition. 
Nothing. 

‘She was about 22 or 23/ he continued. ‘Somewhere around there, 
and paid by credit card.' 

‘Oh yes, I remember now. Quite a pretty thing.’ 

‘That’s right. Well you see the thing is,’ he started to say and then 
stopped, realising there were other customers around who might 
overhear. He gently took her by the arm and led her to the side, out 
of the way. He then whispered: ‘You see, she has accused me of 
something I didn't do.’ 

‘I'm sorry, I don't follow.’ 

He was very reluctant to use the word. ‘She is accusing me of 
assaulting her.' 

‘What? In the shop?’ 

‘No, when we got back to her place. She reckons I raped her.’ 

Doris went silent and looked at him in disbelief. She then 
muttered words like ‘rubbish,’ ‘nonsense,’ ‘preposterous,’ and finally: 
‘I don't believe it. I knew what she wanted right from the start. And 
she was egging you on all the time.’ 

‘Exactly. But you see, it’s my word against hers, and quite frankly 
she has put on quite a convincing act. The police are inclined to 
believe her, more so than me. Now I need somebody to back up my 
story, to say that she was the one who instigated it.’ 

‘You mean me?’ 

‘Yes. Now I know you are also going to have to take my word for 
it, but I can assure you I never forced that girl to do anything she 
didn't want to do.’ 

‘I believe you. You don't look the type.’ 

‘Then you will act as a witness, should it ever go to court?’ 

‘A witness, luv? I will do more than that. I will swear on my 
mother’s grave that your intentions were strictly ‘onourable, even 
sign an affidavit if I ‘ave to. Anything for you, luv.’ 

‘Thank you,’ he gushed. 

And so Doris was brought in for questioning who was basically all 
on his side and didn’t give a tuppence about what the girl said. 

‘I knew what she was all about,' Doris repeated. ‘Of course, you 
can tell. I mean when you’ve been working with customers as long as 
I ‘ave you get to know people, their mannerisms and all that. No, she 
was just a tart. You could tell by the way she kept flaunting ‘erself at 
him, leaning over the trolley in that loose top of‘ers so he could get a 
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good eyeful, smiling and all that. A tart. Nothing but a tart.’ 

‘Well, thank you for coming in, madam,’ I started to say. 

‘Is that it?’ I nodded. ‘You mean I’ve come here all this way for 
nuffink?’ 

‘No, you’ve been very helpful.' 

‘Good, ‘cos I don't want any ‘arm to come to that young man. He's 
a good man, you can tell. When you’ve been working with customers 
as long as I ‘ave ...' 

‘Quite, madam. If you’ll just leave your name, address and 
telephone number so we can contact you in future.’ 

‘Course I will. And another thing, ‘e’s got a lovely smile, that man. 
You noticed? A lovely smile. It makes you feel all warm inside, that 
smile.’ 

When Doris left I was quite pleased. If it wasn’t getting late she 
never would have left. I could imagine her rambling away all even¬ 
ing, going on and on, and had to confess that she was probably right, 
for Suspect didn’t look like the type who would do anybody any 
harm. And he needn’t have bothered getting her to come in at all 
since we had concrete evidence he was not aware of. The young 
lady’s next door neighbour had gone round to the back to investigate 
what all the noise was. He could hear her moaning, making a right 
racket, so much so that he thought she was being attacked, but when 
he looked through her window he was flabbergasted to see that she 
was being given a good seeing to by a man on the dining table. She 
seemed to be enjoying it so much he realised that he was prying on 
something very personal. Rather than interrupt, he decided to take a 
photo and posted it on a social media site. We never would have 
found it if we hadn't bothered to explore her Facebook page for 
character references, and ended up following the hints of some of 
her friends who were talking about a rude picture they discovered 
which had the face pixellated so she could not be identified. This 
then took us to another site where we discovered an unpixellated 
image and could see it was definitely her. The photo was dated and 
time stamped, and tied in nicely with the date and time she claimed 
she was being raped. (See Exhibit B.) 

And yes, he did have a lovely smile (not visible in the cropped 
photo). It was undoubtedly his smile that was beguiling to these 
women, for when he smiled his whole face seemed to light up. I could 
imagine it being quite attractive to some, especially if they were 
interested in him in the first place. It was a come-on sign they 
couldn’t resist, and before they knew it they were enthralled, drawn 
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into his web of sin. But that is not to say they were ever denied their 
own freewill, the right to choose right or wrong, but it lulled them, 
beguiled them, swept them off their feet, and most of them were 
quite happy to be sucked in that way. 



Exhibit B, cropped and enlarged. 


In all my years of police work I have never come across a case like 
this. It was interesting and shocking at the same time. Here we had 
an individual who treats women like dirt, but we cannot prosecute 
him for anything other than perhaps assault, which all the ladies 
involved refused to accept. In their minds they had been raped. To 
have Suspect merely charged with assault was not good enough. It 
carried a far lighter sentence and was too lenient for their liking. No, 
it had to be rape which could carry a maximum penalty of life 
imprisonment with no possibility of parole, especially if proved a 
repeat offender. But their testimony, which also implied their own 
complicity in a way, denied them of this action; each one would have 
said the same thing in court, and each one would have failed to give 
adequate testimony during their trials, perhaps even resulting in 
something of a farce, for if they really were victims—as they 
claimed—then how was it possible neither of them reported the rape 
immediately afterwards, some of them leaving it for a matter of days, 
if not weeks, before coming forwards? Their response would have 
been something like, ‘I didn’t feel brave enough,’ or ‘Nobody would 
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believe me,’ or even worse, ‘I may paint myself in a bad light and 
have my reputation held up to scrutiny,’ even though they could all 
join in unison and come out with that veritable mantra: ‘Me too.’ For 
it was not just one complainant but several. 

(Recently there had been a hard-hitting campaign, in conjunction 
with a series of posters, to make the point abundantly clear: a rape is 
only a rape if she says ‘No’ or ‘Stop.’ These two words are imperative, 
but if not uttered by the complainant then there is no case. It was 
essential these be given by the vulnerable person in order to not only 
prevent an assault but also establish that rape had taken place if 
either the one word or the other, or indeed both, had been ignored. 
See example at end.) 

Yet we have seen this before, especially in very public trials were 
a noted personality or celebrity is accused of rape, multiple rape, 
indecent assault, sexual assault, or what ever epithet you may wish 
to use, where all the complainants (in one case there were a total of 
twenty but only nine could go to trial) where the accusations were in 
the end deemed inadmissible for one reason or another, or where if 
it did go to trial the amount of evidence was not enough to secure a 
conviction and the defendant walked free. I feared the same would 
happen here. 

In the next instance in our story we have a young woman (he 
preferred them young, apparently) who again accused him of rape. 
But when she was questioned further it was in fact found that she 
was soliciting him and he had refused to pay for her ‘services’ 
afterwards. He just laughed at her when she demanded payment, 
zipped up his flies, and walked away. 

It would be hard to secure a conviction for non-payment in her 
case, let alone for rape, when clearly it was not the latter. What riled 
her the most was the fact that she had given him a ‘freebie’ in the end 
which had not been agreed to at the outset, and also loss or earnings. 
She lost several customers afterwards as she could not continue to 
‘work’ due to how hard he had banged her. It took her a good few 
days before she could resume work again, and was obviously peeved 
at the loss of pay, putting her in arrears with her rent. 

It was extremely unlikely this would go to court, based on the 
nature of her lifestyle, her reputation (she was indeed a very loose 
woman), and her work. There is only one case I remember where a 
man did get convicted for rape against a prostitute and that was 
because he had threatened her with a knife which was found to be on 
his person at the time of the arrest. However, Suspect never threat- 
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ened this woman or carried a knife, so there was little we could do. 

We do not make the laws, we simply enforce them. And if a charge 
is made we have to weigh the evidence and determine what course 
of action to take. But in the case of rape, and its broader context, i.e. 
sexual assault, there are sometimes too many grey areas which force 
us to reconsider despite the testimony of the witness and her earnest 
belief that an offence has been committed against her person. Just 
because she is a woman of loose morals does not justify discrediting 
her story, and this should not affect our judgement or allow this to 
be held against her either. We have to be objective at all times. Yet 
we find in many cases it is not the defendant who is really on trial; it 
is the claimant, and invariably her reputation: the court tends to 
view this type of woman differently, especially by how she talks, the 
clothes she wears, her make-up, etc., and will seek to establish if she 
is, or is not, a virtuous woman. And that is really, I’m afraid, what it 
all boils down to. 

Such an example is the one I am about to give in my next 
illustration. This involved a thirty year old woman (a bit older than 
the others we have discussed so far) who was known to have a 
sullied reputation and had been convicted on many occasions for 
being found drunk and disorderly around town late at night, usually 
on a Friday after being paid. When sober she could be accounted one 
of the nicest people in the world, but as soon as she got the demon 
drink inside her she could be the nastiest one you could ever come 
across. On one occasion she ended up in the police cells for the night 
because she had demanded a taxi driver take her to the nearest all- 
night garage so she could buy cigarettes and alcohol, then found she 
had no money on her, not even any to pay for the fare. The taxi 
driver dragged her to the nearest police station and ordered the 
woman to be held in custody until he was paid, using her mobile 
phone as security. But the strange thing is when she woke up the 
next morning she had no recollection of how she had got there or 
what had happened the night before. She could not remember the 
taxi driver, or calling the police ‘wankers’ and threatening to sue 
them if they didn't let her go. So it seemed that when she became 
drunk she became a different person, and there was no middle area 
between the two, or at least not one that we were aware of. 

It was on one of these drunken nights she bumped into Suspect. 
He had been out on the town with some friends and was walking 
home by himself when he was accosted by this woman. Words were 
exchanged briefly, but he was not interested, probably because by 
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this time of night she looked a bit worse for wear, a mess in fact, and 
her lack of sobriety also probably put him off. He told her where to 
go in no uncertain terms and continued to walk up the street that 
would take him out of town and to his flat round the corner. Yet she 
did not take kindly to this rebuff and caught up with him. She 
grabbed his arm and forced him to turn round and face her. ‘Don’t 
touch me,' he barked at her. ‘I don't know where you’ve been!' He 
thought this was amusing; she didn’t. More words were exchanged; 
he shrugged her off and continued on his way, only to be confronted 
by her again. This time he slammed her up against the wall. She 
froze. He pinned her to it, much in the same way he had done with 
the Asian girl. He started kissing her feverishly, pressing his crotch in 
tight against her crutch so she could feel how hard he was for her. 
She was slightly taller than the others, thanks to the high heeled 
shoes she was wearing, so he did not have to lift her up to meet his 
lips, but he did reach down to her buttocks and pulled them apart 
with his big manly hands and hoisted her up so as to force her body 
closer to his. She in turn then wrapped her legs round his waist, her 
short black dress allowing her to do so. The pair of them looked like 
lovers caught in a tryst, canoodling on the street just like any other 
Friday night in any other town where revellers gathered. Indeed at 
one point passers-by had to walk round them and could be seen 
staring and sniggering at these two, for they looked like they were 
both on heat, two bodies desperately trying to become one. 

After several minutes something must have snapped in Suspect’s 
mind because he stopped kissing her, dropped her to the ground, 
then whisked her off down a dimly lit lane away from the main drag 
into town and disappeared. What happened down there we can only 
guess at; there are no cameras on that part of the lane, and the CCTV 
footage we managed to recover was only from the cameras on the 
main road (one being from the hotel on the opposite corner). They 
were off-camera for a good few minutes with Suspect re-appearing 
first. When he came into view there was a big smile on his face, as 
one would expect. He walked merrily on his way and out of view of 
the cameras, presumably back to his flat. She re-appeared shortly 
after that, looking a bit dishevelled perhaps, but certainly not 
distressed. In fact she stopped and lit up a cigarette, could see he was 
gone, turned round and walked casually back into town, presumably 
to go somewhere for another drink. (See Exhibit C.) 

‘Well!’ I confronted her. ‘What have you got to say to that?’ 

I hit the stop button on the keyboard and turned the screen away 
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from her. The footage was admittedly a bit grainy in places, but this 
did not detract from the overall image. 

She looked away sheepishly, perhaps now realising that it was 
perhaps a bit stupid to come to the police with wild tales of assault 
when the camera proved the contrary. 

‘Not once did you pester him,' I continued, ‘not twice, but three 
times. The first two quite clearly indicates he was not interested in 
you and yet you persisted to hound him ...' 



Exhibit C, enlarged and digitally enhanced. 


‘I was drunk,' she spluttered. 

‘I see, so that gives you the excuse to harass him.' 

‘No, of course not! I mean, he used it against me and also took 
advantage of my drunken state.’ 

‘But you were the one who initiated it in the first place. Your 
inhibitions may have been lowered due to you alcohol consumption 
but does that also affect your judgement? It is quite clear what the 
preamble was all about. You fancied him and you wanted to make 
something of it. He then took you off to a side-street where we 
assume you had sex ...’ 

‘He raped me!’ 

‘So you claim, but when you re-appear you hardly fit the 
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description of a rape victim. We don’t see you crying or calling out 
for help, or looking distraught, or confused, or in hysterics. In fact 
you walk out calmly, smiling, casually light up a cigarette and head 
back into town, and carry on drinking for the rest of the night until 
you pass out. Then when you wake up mid-afternoon, do you go to 
the police with your accusation? No, you go back to the pub, and 
start drinking all over again!’ 

The young woman sobbed. ‘I have a problem with drink, ok! But 
that doesn’t make me a liar.’ 

‘We’re not accusing you of lying, we are simply saying that in your 
inebriated state you may been a bit confused over what actually 
happened.' 

‘I know what happened to me that night, and I’m still positive 
about it. I’ve also got marks on me.' 

‘Yes, I’ve seen them, but you could have got them from some sex 
game that went a bit too far, or some rough sex, or some other 
activity. You went to the pub that Saturday afternoon. You stayed 
there most of the day, in fact well into the night...’ 

‘I was drowning my sorrows.’ 

‘I see. Is that why you were laughing and messing around with 
those young men?’ 

She looked up at me inquisitively, as if to say ‘How did you know?’ 

‘Yes, we have CCTV footage of you in The Swan drinking quite 
gaily and having a jolly good time. These are not the actions of 
someone who believes they have been sexually assaulted: they are 
the actions of a carefree, wanton young woman who enjoys the 
company of men, especially if they are single, not married, and only 
interested in one thing.' I paused as I realised I was a being a bit 
harsh on the woman. ‘Did you go home by yourself that night?’ 

‘No,’ she replied, her head almost drooping on the floor. 

‘I thought not. You went home with another man that night. Didn’t 
you?’ 

She nodded. ‘But it was only because I wanted some company. I 
was afraid. I thought my attacker might come back to get me, and 
this other man could protect me, make sure I got home safe.’ 

‘I see. Then what happened?' 

‘I invited him in for a coffee.’ 

‘Then you had sex?’ 

‘Yes, I mean no. I mean we were going to but I told him I still hurt.’ 

‘And then?’ 

‘I can’t remember.' 
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‘No, of course you can’t. You passed out. Then when you woke up 
you found this strange man in your bed. And I dare say it was he who 
took advantage of you, not the other one, and that you were 
confusing the two in your drunken stupor, and getting your wires 
crossed.’ 

‘No, no. It was the other one. It was he who raped me, that man in 
the street.’ 

‘Do you want to watch that footage again? Do you want to see if 
he walks away furtively from the scene of the crime, trying to hide 
his face so he cannot be recognised, and has to scurry home, slinking 
through the shadows because he’s afraid he might get caught? Or do 
you want to see what really happens? How he struts out of that lane 
like a dandy, like a proud peacock, or the cat that got all the cream?' 

I paused again to give her time to reflect on her situation. I believe 
she had built up this picture in her head, and had over the days 
convinced herself it was correct, yet it was erroneous because she 
confused the various attributes which contributed towards it, and 
was laying the blame on the wrong person. It is very easily done, 
especially where alcohol is involved. 

I remember years ago, before I joined the force, where I got into a 
fight in a nightclub. It was a drunken brawl, typical of a young man 
like myself who was trying to assert himself in the world. I forget 
how it started, probably over something quite trivial, as these fights 
usually do, and woke up the next morning convinced that the person 
who threw the first punch was Gary Hewitt, a former neighbour of 
mine I had fallen out with a few days previously. I was so convinced I 
was prepared to go round to his place that night and sort him out, 
once and for all. If it hadn't been for my friend Dave ringing me up 
that afternoon to see how I was, I would have. But Dave explained to 
me that it was another guy who punched me and that I was confused. 
I refused to believe him because I was convinced, or rather I had 
convinced myself, I was right. He kept saying, ‘No you are wrong. 
Trust me; you’ve got it all wrong.’ He was even prepared to take me 
back to the club and show me the footage of us brawling. 

It was the same here with this woman. In her mind she thought 
she was right, and had attributed the cause of her discomfit to the 
wrong person. It was now just a matter of unconvincing her and 
getting the picture straight in her head. Eventually, with much 
persuasion, I managed to get her to accept the truth and drop the 
charges against Suspect. She left the station that afternoon some¬ 
what perturbed and agreed to get help with her drink problem. As 
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far as I know she hasn’t touched a drop since, hasn’t been in trouble 
with the police recently, and so my pep talk must have had an effect. 

Frequent mention has been made of the person I refer to as 
Suspect, and I think it is in all of our interests if I was to give a full 
description of him as a person, his moral character, and his position 
in life so as to afford us a better view of him as a whole, especially 
when his character has been pitted against these serious and sland¬ 
erous allegations. 

We can do no better than first discussing my short interviews 
with his former friends, girlfriends and partners as we have to come 
to some sort of understanding of the person he actually is. It is true 
that his real girlfriends/partners have been few and far between and 
only a handful could really be considered having been close to him. 
The few that I managed to see in person (mostly at their homes as 
this was an informal part of the investigation and they were not 
acting as witnesses) should give us some scope into his personality 
and interests. 

The first former partner I interviewed just happened to be his 
first proper girlfriend. Their relationship only lasted about three 
months in total and was far from a smooth ride, although no violence 
or abuse was involved, but her story does somewhat underline what 
I have said before about his needing to dominate and take control. I 
would describe her as also quite domineering and the complete 
opposite of a feeble, weak or ineffectual type. In fact she came across 
as quite brash and forthright as I was sitting there in her front room 
drinking cups of tea. She smoked a cheroot and had this habit of 
turning her face away every time she blew out the smoke so all I 
could see was her profile. It was uncanny. And she also had the habit 
of sitting quite upright in her armchair, and occasionally patting the 
hem of her skirt which just about covered her knees. Her legs were 
never crossed, by the way, but were always kept firmly together. 

I found her to be quite an agreeable person as she sat there 
talking, reminiscing, and obviously still showing she had a sore spot 
for him. She was about the same age as him, and met Suspect 
through work. Although they both worked in different departments, 
they were adjacent to one another and therefore kept bumping into 
each other. 

‘I first noticed his smile,’ she began to tell me. ‘He was always 
smiling, and kept looking over at me, so I knew he was interested. 
And I was quite interested in him too, I suppose. He always had 
immaculately cut fingernails, nice and clean; I like that in a man, not 
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like the other engineers in his section who were always dirty. And he 
was different from the rest. He had something about him, I couldn't 
quite put my finger on it; even when I got to know him better, still 
couldn’t fathom it.’ 

‘And you started dating straight away?’ 

‘More or less. But he took awhile and made it very clear he wasn’t 
going to rush into anything. I think he was trying to figure me out 
too, as if wondering whether I was suitable, or his type. And I think 
he liked to play little mind games with me, making out he wasn’t 
really interested, then he was, that kind of thing. We got together like 
a house on fire and I really felt we were made for each other.' 

‘I see. And it may seem rude of me to ask, but what about the 
physical side of your relationship?’ 

‘Huh,’ she tutted, ‘too physical, if you ask me. That was another 
thing altogether, wasn’t it. It was physical, all right, and all the time. I 
never experienced anything like it. You see, the first time we did it 
was at work.’ 

‘Really?’ 

‘It’s true. I was walking down the corridor and he was walking 
towards me from the other end. As we got closer I could not help but 
look at him. He had a big smile on his face, the sort that makes you 
smile back, and he seemed to pour himself into you ... and, well it is 
difficult to describe, but as we met in the middle he stopped me in 
my tracks and said, "I’ve got something to show you?" I couldn’t 
imagine what, then he dragged me into this room where we kept our 
old files. It was more like a cupboard, just about big enough for the 
two of us, and he suddenly pinned me to the wall—I didn’t know 
what he was going to do next—and then just started kissing me, full 
on, and intensely. It really took me by surprise because we weren’t 
even going out with each other then. We had only exchanged a few 
words now and again, but God was it intense. I felt he was pouring 
himself into me and I was going to drown. Then he stopped and took 
my hand and pressed it against his crotch to show he was hard. I 
flinched. I never expected him to do that. Then he got it out and 
smiled at me, a mischievous little smile, more like a grin, and said, 
"You want this, don’t you?"’ 

‘And then what happened?’ 

‘Well, I was quite shocked. I didn't know what to say. But before I 
could say anything he grabbed me, turned me round and bent me 
over a stack of folders, whipped my skirt up and pulled my panties 
down, and then ... well you can imagine the rest.’ 
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‘I see. And at any time did you feel threatened or coerced, or being 
forced against your will?’ 

‘You mean raped?’ 

‘I suppose I do, yes.’ 

‘No, not at all. Don’t get me wrong, it was very physical, but also 
very passionate, and I didn't feel he was abusing me, if that is what 
you mean. No, he made me feel like a real woman that afternoon, and 
we both came out of that room smiling, especially me because I knew 
I was walking back into our office and I had to sit down at my desk 
with no panties on. He ripped them when he pulled them off, and 
when we started dating he always encouraged me to go combat so he 
could have easy access. He loved me to wear skirts, preferably tight 
ones, so they hugged my figure, and said I had a heart-shaped arse, 
but hated to see any panty-lines. Thought it ruined the whole effect.’ 

‘And you dated him for about three months?’ 

‘Yes, call it a whirlwind romance. It burned very brightly, but also 
very quickly.’ 

‘What was the exact reason for you splitting up?’ 

‘As I said, it was physical, very physical. I couldn't handle it any 
more. I don’t think anybody could. When we got serious we were 
doing it about 5 or 6 times a day. It was ridiculous. I just couldn't 
keep up with his demands. And he doesn't just make love to you; he 
ravages you, especially when he starts to come. He starts off all nice 
and gentle but then suddenly turns into a wild animal, a ferocious 
beast, like he is possessed or something, and it’s no good saying slow 
down or stop because he isn’t there. His mind is on a different planet, 
so you just have to hold on and pray he gets it over with quickly. 
Then afterwards he would say something like, "Consider yourself 
well and truly fucked." Well, you don't want that from a man all the 
time, somebody who is supposed to be in love with you. You want 
him to make sweet gentle love to you, not fuck your brains out every 
night! I must have aged ten years going out with that man. 

‘I remember when we just started living together. He came home 
from work one day. Normally he was quite tired because it was a 
physically demanding job he was doing then, yet that evening he 
came home slightly later. I got home before him so I started to 
prepare the dinner. I just happened to be bending down to get the 
chicken out of the oven when he walked into the kitchen. The first 
thing he saw was my backside. I was still dressed in my work clothes, 
wearing a tight skirt as usual, just how he liked me to be, all smart 
and tidy—he bought me a tight kimono dress once, one of them 
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Chinese ones with the straight collars, because it showed off my 
figure and he thought I looked great in it—and seeing this must have 
triggered something in him because he went berserk, bending me 
over the sink, pulling my skirt up. Basically, he banged me repeatedly 
as if there was no tomorrow. And when he was about to come he 
grabbed me, pulled me up in the air and impaled me on his knob.' 

‘I see,’ I muttered, having heard this before. It was all too familiar. 
‘Then what happened?' 

‘He collapsed on top of me like a dead weight, as he always does, 
and when he came to he pulled himself off me and just said, "Don’t 
ever bend over in front of me like that ever again." It was like a red 
rag to a bull, I imagine. Well, anyway, a girl can't take too much of 
that, so I started to deny him his privileges.’ 

‘And what happened after that?' 

‘Well, he started going elsewhere, didn't he! Of course I knew he 
was seeing somebody else. He wasn’t making love to me in the same 
way as he used to.’ 

I was about to curtail the interview—I had heard enough, more 
than I needed to, and was satisfied in my mind that Suspect just 
happened to be a very physical person with a very strong libido 
(satyriasis, I think they call it) but certainly not a rapist—when the 
doorbell rang. 

‘Ah, that would be my friend Shirley,’ she told me. 

I was about to thank her and leave when she begged me to stay 
and left the room. She returned with a very attractive young woman. 
She had blonde hair, unlike her friend’s dark hair, and greeted me 
with a suspicious look. 

‘This is Shirley,' she said introducing me. ‘This man’s from the 
police,’ she told her. ‘We’ve just been talking about you-know-who.’ 

‘Oh, what’s he done now?’ she quipped. 

‘Nothing serious,’ I replied. ‘I’m just getting a few character 
references together.’ 

They both then sat down opposite me and just looked at me as if 
trying to prompt me on. But I was not sure if it would be appropriate 
to continue talking about someone who was known to one of them 
intimately. Then she broke the silence having perhaps sensed I was 
trying to be discreet. 

‘It’s all right. You can talk about him in front of Shirley. She knows 
all about him, don’t you, Shirl?’ 

‘I certainly do,’ she replied, then let out a light laugh. 

I was not sure what was going on but there seemed to be some 
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subtle joke here that I was not aware of. 

‘You see, Shirley knows what he’s like. Don’t you?’ Shirley nodded. 
‘Because we had a bet on, didn’t we?’ Shirley nodded again. ‘I bet her 
she couldn't take him, I mean, physically, and she wouldn't be able to 
handle his demands. "Oh yes, I could," she said, didn’t you?’ Shirley 
nodded again. "I can handle any man." "Not this one," I told her. So I 
bet her that she would regret going with him. And you did, didn't 
you, Shirl?’ 

‘Yes, and I’ve still got the bruises to prove it,’ she quipped again. 

Her friend then lit up another cheroot and blew the smoke out to 
the side and then took a deep breath as if about to plunge into some 
long, detailed story. 

‘So one night I arranged for Shirley to come round just before he 
came home. She hadn't met him before, had you?’ Shirley shook her 
head. ‘And was dying to meet him, weren’t you?’ Shirley nodded. 
‘Because I had told her all about him and how I couldn’t keep up with 
his demands. No woman could. Not even her. She said, "Oh yes, I 
could." I said, "Oh no, you couldn’t." It went on like that for a few 
minutes. Anyway we eventually came to an agreement that if she 
could, then she could take him off my hands as by then I had had 
enough anyway. So when she came round that night I said, "All you 
have to do, Shirl, before he walks through that door,’” she said, 
pointing to the living room door, ‘"is stand in the middle of the room 
and bend over so all he can see is your backside. Just make sure 
you’re wearing a skirt and go combat." "Is that all I have to do?" she 
asked me, didn't you?’ Shirley nodded again. ‘I said, "Yes," didn’t I?’ 
Shirley nodded again. ‘"Really?" "Really!" So anyway, we had a couple 
of drinks whilst we waited for him to come home, didn't we?’ Shirley 
nodded again, ‘just to take the edge off things and get her nice and 
relaxed. Then he comes home, on time, like clockwork. I gestured for 
Shirley to get ready. She finished her glass, stood in the middle of the 
room and bent over. Well, as soon as he saw that, that was it. He 
threw himself at her, flipping up her skirt and basically banged her 
for a good ten minutes before he eventually came, and flopped down 
on top of her, dead. They were both spread-eagled on the floor by the 
time he finished with her, and poor old Shirley, well she had tears 
coming out of her eyes, didn’t you, Shirl?’ Shirley nodded again. ‘And 
looked like she just been savaged, I mean brutally, with her hair all 
over the place, her make-up all smudged, carpet burns on her arms, 
and saliva dribbling out of her mouth, panting for breath, sweat 
dripping of her face. My God, you'd never seen anything like it. I just 
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looked at her and said, "See, I told you." And you just looked away in 
shame, didn’t you, Shirl?’ She nodded again. ‘Anyway, I won the bet.’ 

By now I had definitely heard enough, more than any man would 
want to hear! I got up, made my excuses to leave, thanked the both of 
them and left, glad to get out of there. 

I will skip the next set of interviews I had with some of his other 
former girlfriends and partners as they pretty much said the same 
thing, corroborating the stories I had already heard, and they are so 
similar it is hardly worth my while recounting them as they would 
make this narrative rather repetitious. Instead I will jump to the last 
one. Again it was very short-lived but intense and has the same 
familiar elements as the previous ones, yet possessing a slight twist 
at the end. 

She met him when she worked behind a bar. He would pop in 
there nearly every evening after work (by now he had changed jobs 
and careers, becoming a salesman, quite a successful one, so I 
gather) usually joined by his colleagues. She took an instant liking to 
him and loved the way he always spoke to her politely, sounding 
quite posh, unlike some of the other patrons who were crude and 
made rude remarks about her, the usual man-jokes about her 
cleavage (which I also happened to notice) like how a man could get 
lost down there, that sort of thing. When all of his colleagues were 
standing round the bar they would goad him on because they could 
see there was something going on between the two of them. One 
night he came in and stood by the bar alone and waited for her to 
serve him (she always served him apparently, nobody else on her 
shift was allowed to) and whilst he waited patiently he started 
reading the headlines of a newspaper someone had left on the bar. 
One of his colleagues joined him to help carry the drinks over to 
where the others were sitting. He also happened to notice the 
headlines and said, ‘Terrible, that, innit? A homeless man having to 
live in a dustbin.’ Suspect quickly remarked: ‘Huh! He should try 
living at my place!' To which they both laughed, as did she. And that 
was it. She fell for him there and then, couldn't stop thinking about 
him afterwards and decided she was going to make him a part of her 
life, a decision which she now probably regrets. 

To be brief, they got together and became quite an item and 
would always be seen round town when she finished her shift. There 
was even talk of marriage, but I don’t think this is something Suspect 
was even considering, and in my opinion it was never on the cards, 
so to speak, for he is not a one-woman type. This I can be certain of. 
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Their relationship lasted about four weeks. It came to a sudden 
and abrupt halt because she fell pregnant and Suspect refused to 
have anything to do with it. This may suggest he was self-centred 
and uncaring, but it was more to do with the fact that firstly he didn’t 
feel he was earning enough money for the upkeep of a child, and 
secondly that it was her fault for she had forgotten to take the pill. 
This probably sounds like a typical chauvinist attitude, but I think it 
underlines what I have said before; that really he has no conscience 
as far as women are concerned. He sees them as just something he 
can play with, and in his mind they probably amount to nothing 
more than holes for him to stick his dick in. But refusing to accept 
responsibility for his actions is also indicative of his refusal to be 
trapped, caught in a situation he did not feel comfortable with, 
preferring to continue with the carefree lifestyle he had chosen, even 
if it meant having to be a bachelor for the rest of his life. 

He refused to see her until she made the decision to agree to an 
abortion, something he had demanded of her right from the start. To 
shirk responsibility may be a sign of immaturity, but he was 
perfectly prepared to get re-involved once the abortion had taken 
place. Unfortunately, her immaturity (she was only 22 when she net 
him and somewhat puerile regarding certain aspects of life) meant 
she could not cope with the procedure and came out of it a changed 
woman, even refusing to allow him to touch her again, which was 
more due to the fact that she didn’t want the abortion and in the end 
started blaming him for it. Being denied certain privileges was 
certainly one thing he was not prepared to stand for. As we have 
seen in his first relationship, he expected his women to be compliant, 
to serve his needs and expected them to keep their legs open 
whenever he was around. 

One of them told me a fascinating story of a girl he met in which 
he was practically brainwashing her into being what he called ‘a 
pleasure unit’; that she was there just for him and had to worship 
him, and must always obey his every command. She was told to go 
combat (weren't they all!) and to never cross her legs when he was 
present because to him it was a way of denying him access to her 
vagina and a sign of closure, non-admittance, etc.; they always had to 
be open for him. She complained, ‘But it’s unladylike to keep my legs 
open.’ ‘I don’t want you to be a lady,’ he told her, ‘I want you to be a 
dirty bitch. I want you to thrust your vagina in my face every time 
you walk through my door, to force me to lick you out, to make me 
eat you, to do dirty, disgusting things,’ etc. It was his way of making 
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them less of a person and more of an object, because he believed that 
the personality tends to get in the way of the libido which can never 
be free in a closed environment where morals and dictates of society 
stifle it and thwart its growth. It has to be free of such restrictions in 
order to grow naturally so that not only does one become the libido, 
not just an embodiment of it, but actually the libido itself. Because 
few were prepared to commit to such levels of degradation, he was 
left with no one to really exert his philosophy upon, and never found 
a type who would, not even in all his casual sexual encounters. 

‘She changed,' one of her friends told me. ‘She definitely changed 
when she got involved with him. He was her first proper boyfriend 
and she had always been uncertain of herself, perhaps a bit shy, but 
definitely lacking in confidence, and couldn't believe that this tall 
handsome man was interested in her. After only going out with him 
for a week, and having sex every day from day one, and more than 
just once, I might add, she came out of her shell and started being 
very confident and sure of herself, really assertive. I had never seen 
such a transformation in anyone so quick before. It practically made 
her a completely different person, until the abortion, that is. That's 
when she changed again, back to her old self, after he dumped her.' 

‘Do you think he loved her in any way?’ I asked. 

‘No, it was more like lust. They both had three things in common: 
sex, sex, and more sex, for she was quite inexperienced in those days 
and she just found his type of sexual performance to be out of this 
world. She called him the Rocket Man, or just Rocket, for the way he 
exploded in bed, and she told him he should be in the movies. He 
could have made quite a lot of money doing porn. She also called him 
Tiger, as he was really wild in bed, and others I won't mention ...' 

‘But never a rapist?’ 

‘No, never. He might have been aggressive at times, but that 
suited her fine because it was what she needed, a good, hard fucking 
occasionally. It destroyed all her inhibitions, her shallowness, her 
silliness, if you like, and pumped all that shit out of her head, making 
her into a true woman, at least until the abortion.’ 

I thanked her for taking the time to come in and see me. After she 
left I was more than satisfied that there was no case to speak of, 
based on all the personal testimonies and the video footage we had 
recovered so far. 

It is perhaps now incumbent on me to put forward the suspect’s 
own testimony. For sake of brevity I have chosen to compile the four 
interviews we carried out into just one extract, rather than switching 
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from the various sources, to make the narrative continuous. 

When he first came to the police station he was under no false 
pretences; as far as he was concerned he was innocent and could be 
absolved of all charges. In fact he didn’t deny the accusations for 
there was nothing in his mind to deny, and what happened between 
him and the various women were always on a consensual basis, or 
what he called ‘mutual complicity.’ 

‘For our briefing,’ I warned him beforehand, ‘this interview is 
being recorded.’ Into the microphone I stated the time and date, the 
names of the suspect, the other officers in the room, and my name 
and proceeded to the questioning, but in a very casual manner so as 
not to put the suspect immediately on his guard. I thought a relaxed 
approach would be amenable and more liable to elicit the truth. 

‘You've been brought here to answer some serious allegations, 
allegations made against your person by certain members of the 
public who feel they have not only been mistreated by you but also 
violated, denying them of their rights, and forcing them to commit 
acts they wouldn’t normally even consider.’ 

He looked at me quizzically then frowned. 

‘To put it bluntly,’ I continued, ‘you are here to answer charges of 
rape and sexual assault.’ 

He laughed at that in disbelief. ‘Poppycock,’ he shouted. ‘What 
assaults? What are you on about?’ 

‘Well, we have certain women who have made these allegations 
which we need to investigate seriously. For instance there was a 
certain young lady who claims you assaulted her on the night of 19th 
of May on her way home. You propositioned her, then forced her into 
a dark lane where you committed the offence.’ 

He looked at me astonished, bamboozled, as if he couldn't think 
who I was referring to. Did I have to be more explicit? 

‘Rita, the young lady on the street who you accosted. It was a 
Friday night, don’t you remember?’ 

‘Oh, her,’ he exclaimed as the penny finally dropped. ‘That slag. 
She propositioned me, saying she had no money on her to get home, 
and that she would do anything if I was to help her out.' 

‘Then you don't deny being with her that night?' 

‘I don't deny anything. At first I told her I wasn’t interested. It was 
late. I wanted to get home. I heard these footsteps coming up behind 
me, the next thing I knew there she was, this girl walking parallel 
with me and she started talking to me, saying things like "Have you 
had a good night? Where have you been?" things like that. I could see 
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what she was driving at, just a whore who was plying her trade. I 
took one look at her and thought to myself, "No way, I’m not that 
desperate." She looked like a crack whore, all skinny and emaciated, 
and didn’t have very good hygiene either, if you know what I mean. 
Looked like she could do with a good bath. So I brushed her off and 
carried on walking. But she wouldn't have it and started badgering 
me again, and said she would make it really cheap if I could just help 
her out. Again I said no, turned back round to carry on, but she 
stopped me again and this time offered me a freebie as long as I 
helped her out. Again I said no, and was about to turn around when 
she said she did really good French.’ 

I looked at him puzzled, not sure what he meant as I didn't 
understand the term in that context. 

‘You know; head, fellatio, oral, a blowjob.' 

‘Oh, I see,’ I responded, feeling rather foolish and naive. 

‘Well, they all claim that, don't they? So I thought, why not, and we 
went somewhere quiet and she gave me one of the best blowjobs I’ve 
ever had. It was wonderful. She loved it too, and swallowed it all...' 

‘I don't think we need to hear that,' I stopped him, knowing full 
well that one of the officers also present was a woman who might 
possibly be offended by his detailed account. 

He picked up on this too and gave the WPC a quick wink, which of 
course she dutifully ignored. 

‘Then what happened?' 

‘I went down on her. I mean, it was the least I could do, me being a 
gentleman and all. I had to repay her the favour, didn't I?' 

‘Then you deny having full penetrative sex with her?’ 

‘Oh no, we did that afterwards. I gave her one from behind. I bent 
her over this wall and banged her good and proper, so hard she 
threw up in someone’s garden,’ he guffawed, finding the whole 
incident amusing. ‘It was brilliant because as she started chucking up 
her vaginal muscles started to contract spasmodically and it was like 
my knob was getting a massage at the same time,’ he laughed again. 

‘Then what happened?’ 

‘Nothing. That was it. I left her and went home.’ 

‘Without imbursement?’ 

‘Pardon?’ 

‘You never paid her!’ 

‘Of course not. It was never agreed that I would pay. Besides, I 
never pay for sex. I never have to. I hardly ever go with prostitutes 
because they rip you off any way. But is that what this is all about? 
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The fact that I didn’t give her any money?’ 

‘No. The accusation stands that you raped her.’ 

‘Huh!’ he exclaimed again. ‘Rape her. I wouldn’t touch a girl like 
that with my dick or anybody else’s.’ 

‘But you did that night.' 

‘As I said, I was not interested, but she wouldn't leave me alone. 
Also, my judgement was somewhat impaired due to my alcohol 
consumption, so I was a bit less judgemental. But rape her, no. I just 
gave her a good fucking. That’s what she wanted. Correction: That’s 
what she needed.’ 

‘She said you forced her to have sex.’ 

‘Really? And that she wasn’t expecting it?' I nodded. ‘Well, that's 
funny, because before I even went down on her she was all wet. Now 
that tells me she was turned on. And by the time we finished I had to 
mop it all up with my hanky. The juices were flowing out of her so 
copiously it was like a running tap. You could have had a bath in it.’ 

When he said that last sentence he made sure he was staring at 
the WPC, trying to see what kind of reaction he would get from her. 
She purposely avoided eye contact and looked away as if oblivious to 
his presence, but then smiled when he averted his eyes back to me. 

‘What about Sandeep?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘The Asian girl you met on the train!' I blasted. 

‘Oh, was that her name.’ 

God, I wanted to cry out. This was useless. He didn’t even know 
their names, yet was perfectly prepared to have sex with them. 

‘Are you denying her as well?’ 

‘Denying what? We had a little talk then we had sex. What's the 
problem with that? As far as I’m concerned she not only asked for it, 
she begged for it. And got it, and bloody well enjoyed it! As I did too. I 
really enjoyed getting man deep in Sandeep,' he joked. 

This time he noticed the WPC smirk. She stopped smirking as 
soon as I looked at her sternly and was about to admonish her when 
he interrupted. 

‘Look, it’s quite simple. I shagged her. It’s as plain as that. It really 
is. She had sex with a stranger. End of story. What happened after 
that was she developed a guilt-complex and probably tried to make 
out she’s not that type of girl, or she’s really a virtuous woman who 
doesn’t open her legs for anyone except some stupid fool who would 
have to tell her he loves her everyday and that she is rewarding him 
with the gift of her precious body, or some such rot. Listen, I’ve 
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heard it all before. And quite frankly, it’s all complete bollocks. 
There’s this stupid unwritten rule somewhere that says it is indecent 
to have sex with a stranger, or somebody you have only just met. All 
girls get this notion in their little heads and that their modesty is 
something to be cherished and vouched for until marriage. It's the 
old Christian concept designed to keep families together and is so old 
and outmoded that we really need to move on and accept society 
isn’t what it was years ago. We have moved on, but religion hasn’t. It 
is lagging behind and created this distorted view of us as human 
beings with natural drives and inclinations. The stupid girl is pretty 
much fettered by her own culture’s hang-ups which cannot accept 
that not only are we human beings, we are sexual beings. And she 
probably enjoyed it so much that she wanted more of it but didn’t 
have my number so she thought in her pea-sized brain, "I know what 
I'll do, I will report him to the police, then I can get his number so we 
cam do it all over again." Ain’t that right?’ 

I didn’t say anything, but he could tell just by looking at me that 
was one of the underlying motives, especially the girl from the travel 
agents, previously mentioned. 

My face must have confirmed it, for he said: ‘I thought so.’ 

I decided to change tack. ‘So what about the other women in your 
life, your previous girlfriends?’ 

‘What about them?’ 

‘Do you treat all your women like disposable items?’ 

‘If they fail to meet the criteria or cannot stomach my brand of 
sex, then that's their problem, not mine.' 

‘I see. So you’ve never felt for any of them? I mean real, genuine 
emotions? Not even you first proper girlfriend?’ 

‘Oh, her. Yes, I remember her. My Little Cum Dumpster I used to 
call her. Yes, I liked filling her. She was one of the few women who 
could really handle me. Then she got possessive. I began to lose 
interest, especially when she started using emotional blackmail 
bullshit on me. I went elsewhere.’ 

‘Yes, she told me.’ 

‘Oh, you’ve seen her, have you?’ I nodded. ‘How is she these days?’ 

‘Look, I think you are missing the point here. These are serious 
allegations which you seem to be trivialising, like its all some big 
game to you.’ 

‘Isn’t everything, even sex?’ he asked, staring at the WPC. 

It made her feel uncomfortable as if he was undressing her with 
his eyes, which he probably was, because he kept roving them up 
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and down her, then smirking. She fidgeted in her chair, making sure 
the handbag she was carrying was now on her lap, covering her 
crotch, ensuring her short skirt was pulled down to her knees, with 
her legs firmly fixed together like glue. Even this Lothario before me 
wouldn't be able to unglue them. Besides, she was married, and 
devoutly faithful, or so I heard. 

He smirked and looked away, and then back to me. He smirk soon 
disappeared. 

‘What about Sandra?’ 

‘Who?’ 

Who! It was like talking to an owl. ‘Sandra, the girl you met in the 
shop? The one you shared a taxi with?' 

‘Oh, her. What about her?’ 

‘She’s also accusing you of rape.' 

‘What? She raped me, if anything. She couldn't get enough. We 
must have done it about five times that afternoon.’ 

‘She did say it was more than once.’ 

‘Well, there you go then. And she was still begging for more 
afterwards. That's why I got out of there as quick as I could when she 
was in the shower. I had run out of spunk by then, honest. And when 
I got back to my pad I had to have three meals in a row just to get my 
strength back.' 

I wanted to give up. I was more than convinced now we were 
wasting not only our time, but his as well. 

I have already recounted the rest of his dealings with Sandra in 
my interview with Doris, the shop assistant, who pretty much 
backed up his story, and it was probably another case of someone 
who also felt that they had been cheated because he had denied them 
a point of contact, as well as knowing his identity. 

I will, however, recount one more, so as to give a complete record. 

‘What about Chloe?’ 

‘Ah, yes, her,’ he nodded. 

It made a change, for this one he seemed to not only remember 
fondly, but also knew her name. 

‘Yes, good old Chloe,' he started to gush, ‘lovely girl, lovely arse on 
her.' He then stopped, his jaw practically dropped in shock. ‘What 
about her? Don’t tell me she’s accusing me of rape as well!' 

I nodded. ‘Not only that, but she's accusing you of assault.’ 

‘You’re joking,’ he bawled in disbelief. 

‘You damaged her. She had to go for an examination afterwards.’ 

‘You mean where they hook her legs up on those stirrups and 
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carry out an intimate exam.’ I nodded. ‘It must be wonderful being a 
gynaecologist,’ he quipped. ‘I always thought about becoming one of 
them myself, even thought about buying my own speculum. Always 
fancied a gold-plaited one, I did. But then changed my mind because 
you have to deal with blood, other nasty discharges, stuff like that. 
And what put me off even more was when I was in the college library 
they had all these textbooks on venereal diseases, like syphilis and 
gonorrhoea, things like that. I just happened to be browsing through 
a book called Diseases of the Vulva, yeah, that’s what it was called. 
But them photos in there, Jeezus, some of them were absolutely 
revolting, enough to put any man off. I reckon if I came across that 
book when I was a young lad it would have put me off women for 
life. I probably would have changed sides, you know.' 

‘Really? I don't suppose you came across any books on sexual 
assault while you were there, with more photos of women’s intimate 
parts, because that was what Chloe looked like after you finished 
with her. She suffered internal bruising.’ 

‘I’m not surprised. You should have seen my knob afterwards!’ 

I couldn't believe it. This man was refusing to take anything 
seriously. 

‘Not only that,' he continued, ‘I got a backache that lasted a week.' 

‘So you deny the charge?’ 

‘Look, I shagged her. It’s as simple as that. She probably got a 
guilt-complex afterwards just like that other girl.’ 

‘So why didn’t you try to make something of it, take it further, like 
develop it into a proper relationship?’ 

‘Nah, she wouldn't have been interested in an old man like me. 
She's a young girl, got the whole of her life ahead of her. Besides, it 
was always going to be just a quick fling.’ 

‘Two ships passing in the night?’ 

‘That’s right. I mean what did we have in common anyway, apart 
from sex, and that was about it.’ 

‘So you never felt compelled to ring her again or get in touch?’ 

‘No, never had her number. Anyway, we left each other perfectly 
amicably that afternoon. It was like an implicit agreement that that 
was it. I knew I would never see her again, and she probably felt the 
same way, or at least that is how I imagined it.’ 

This reminded me of another tale I heard about him when as a 
young lad he seduced this older woman (much older, undoubtedly 
twice his age) and managed to get her into bed where he proceed to 
bang her until kingdom come. They were making so much noise that 
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she asked him to be quiet otherwise they would wake up her lodger, 
a young woman staying in the room next to them. He said, ‘Great! 
Let’s get her involved as well.' I believe he really could have had both 
of them at the same time then. Anyway, after they eventually awoke 
the following morning he kissed her goodbye and left, vowing to ring 
her later that day to see how she was. He did, although I think it was 
more on the pretence of getting her back into bed again. But she 
refused to have anything to do with him after that one night stand on 
account of all the bruising he caused to her body; he banged her so 
hard it was painful for her to urinate. And I think this goes some way 
towards his preference for non-committal relationships. As I said, 
women to him are just so many disposable pieces of equipment that 
he can pick up and use, then discard when no longer needed. And I 
think this is the underlying resentment most women have towards 
him, not an actual rape itself (which in my view is always a grey 
area), but more to do with his attitude towards them and (in his 
eyes) their disposability, and ultimately if they have any real worth. 

To bring this short narrative to a conclusion: all the rape charges 
were dropped. There was no possibility of any of them ever securing 
a conviction, despite the earnestness and sincerity of the victims 
themselves and their willingness to go to court and offer their own 
testimonies. Each of the latter were flawed, in one way or another. 

For Chloe we had video evidence that indicated she actually 
enjoyed the rough sex she had with the defendant that afternoon; 
her smiling face was so obviously an indication of sexual satisfaction. 
This video would have been deemed as admissible in court and 
probably detrimental to her trial. Although it was unknown to both 
parties involved, the fact that it surfaced meant it had to be taken 
into consideration, in the same way that a young man last year was 
accused of rape by his ex-girlfriend, the text messages on his phone 
revealed the contrary, and because they were admitted in court (the 
phone was initially confiscated by the police and then re-examined), 
the judge ruled instant dismissal and all charges against him were 
dropped. 

The same was applicable to Rita. Not only did we have video 
evidence that she was soliciting him, or propositioning him, she also 
had a reputation which would rebound on her in court and would 
categorically ruin any chances of a conviction. Her testimony would 
have been torn to shreds if he hired a good lawyer and, as I said, she 
would have been on trial rather than him. It is a shame, but in most 
cases where we have prostitutes claiming rape or sexual assault 
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their lifestyles and work choices are always liable to be taken into 
account, and interdependent^ affect the judgment of the court. 
Rita’s case would have been no exception. 

As for Sandra we had an eyewitness who was prepared to go to 
court and give testimony that the young woman had practically 
propositioned him in the shop, initiating the contact. Although her 
account did not go beyond the confines of the shop, it would have 
been left to the jury to decide what happened after that, and it was 
more than certain Doris’ account would have swayed their judgment: 
she would have made it perfectly obvious to them that they were 
going back to Sandra's place for one thing, and one thing only: to 
have sex. Whether it was consensual or not was hardly debatable 
(we were also in possession of a photo which appeared to show that 
it was, at least to begin with), and the fact that the incident wasn’t 
reported straightaway would have also worked in the defendant’s 
favour. Most rape cases have to be reported immediately afterwards 
so we can gather enough evidence to secure a conviction, as I have 
stated above. Rape cases are liable to go cold quicker than murders 
because the evidence is washed away and people's memories have a 
tendency to be fallible, especially over time. With a murder you have 
a corpse, something permanent, which can be examined forensically: 
with a historical rape case you often than not only have a memory, 
something that is semi-permanent in that it is liable to change, 
fluctuate, or be influenced by external forces. So again Sandra’s 
memory of the events would have been critically tested, and any 
flaws in her statement would have been seized upon and used to 
debunk her testimony. 

As for Sandeep, her chances of securing a conviction against the 
defendant, although looking strong to begin with, would have 
flattened out, if not bottomed out altogether, because she too had 
failed to report the incident immediately after the assault, and also 
lack of witnesses would have meant it was purely down to her word 
against his. Comparatively speaking, Sandeep’s case was probably 
the strongest over all; it was just a pity that we had no physical 
evidence other than a few abrasions on her body to back it up. 

I shuffled together all the documents and papers relating to 
Suspect’s case and bundled them into a big folder marked with the 
words ‘Case Closed,’ and put it in a filing cabinet along with all the 
other tentative cases we had to forget about, and closed the drawer. 
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GET A TATTOO, 
NOT RAPED. 

(ADVICE FROM THE POICE ADVISORY BOARD 
WHO RESPECT YOUR RIGHTS AS A CITIZEN.) 


Poster Campaign (example) 
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KNOCK, KNOCK. 'WHO'S THERE?’ 


Hi, my name is Christina Clarkson. I am a fashion model-cum-actress. 
Well, that is not strictly true, more like part-time actress since I have 
only done a couple of commercials so far, but my agent keeps 
assuring me he has got some work lined up which could make me a 
potential full-time actress. I have been a professional model now for 
13 years, ever since I was seventeen and voted Prom Queen for my 
local high school. My teachers in fact recommended I took up 
modelling because they said that I had a pretty face and that I am 
photogenic (the camera loves me, apparently) enough to consider it 
as a career option. I am glad I listened to them and took their advice, 
because as soon as I registered I have been working constantly ever 
since. I have been doing lots of work recently, some local spots, but 
also quite a few foreign locations like Tijuana, Acapulco, Honolulu, all 
round LA, and even my hometown Sacramento. I like to think that I 
am experienced and worldly, with a good head on my shoulders (you 
have to in this line of work!) and no way am I naive or wet behind 
the ears. I have had many boyfriends, even proposals of marriage, all 
of which I felt compelled to decline because in those days I always 
put my career first. Besides, I didn't think I was ready for settling 
down, and a family would have to come later. I am an independent 
woman; not only do I live by myself in my own apartment, but I also 
control my career (to a certain extent), so I don’t consider I need a 
man to help advance it. Also, I have accumulated many fans on my 
Twitter, Facebook and Instagram accounts, and have over 20,000 
followers (and counting, hopefully). So I like to think I’m successful 
and I've achieved most of my goals I set out to do all those years ago. 
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Anyway, the reason I am telling you all this is because I want you 
to believe that I am NOT crazy and the story I am about to tell you 
really did happen. It is not made up; it is not a result of some mental 
aberration, or drunken stupor (besides, I don’t drink—it would ruin 
my figure and my body is my most important asset so it’s something 
I cannot afford to do), nor some hallucination brought on by a drug- 
induced state of mind. I don't do drugs; never have done, and never 
will. So believe me: this actually happened. 

The police asked me to get all this down whilst it was still fresh in 
my memory. I said okay, but I am not a good writer, never have been 
(I failed my English exams at school). Would it be all right to record 
it? Sure, they said, and we will get somebody to do the transcript 
afterwards. So here it goes. 

On the night of June 20th, about 6.30 in the evening, I was getting 
ready to go out. I had a shower, washed my hair, blow dried it, and 
was sitting in front of my dressing table putting on some make-up. I 
was just wearing my bathrobe (it was a hot summer evening and I 
was still hot from my shower) when I heard a knock on the door. I 
wasn’t expecting anybody since I had already agreed to a dinner date 
(my agent wanted to fix me up with a local talent scout who had big 
connections and wanted to meet me socially first) so I was quite 
surprised. Anyway, I got up to answer it, checked the spyhole before 
opening the door, but there was nobody there. I put the chain on (I 
am very security conscious) and opened the door a fraction just to 
make sure I was right. I thought at first that I must have imagined it, 
although sure I did hear a knock (I don't have a doorbell on my 
apartment door, but I do have an intercom for the front door), closed 
the door, dismissed it, and went back to what I was doing. Then only 
a few seconds later I heard it again. It was definitely a knock on the 
door, not some noise coming from the air conditioning or from 
outside (my windows were all open, I might add, but the sound 
didn’t come from there) and so I checked it again. I opened the door 
a fraction, had a quick peep, and could see there was nobody there. I 
thought at first somebody was playing games on me, you know, trick 
or treating (in the middle of the summer?) or just being foolish. I was 
not happy because this (whatever it was) was going to make me late. 
I went back to the dressing table but for some strange reason had a 
funny feeling it was going to happen again. Don’t ask me how, I just 
knew, sort of a premonition. And it did, for the third time. Somebody 
was definitely playing games with me! I was so annoyed this time I 
took the chain off, yanked my door open, came out of my apartment 
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and looked up and down the hall. Nothing; not one person in sight, 
not even a door open in any of the other apartments (I figured that if 
I was quick enough I would be able to get to my door before they 
could run back into their apartment and close the door—I figured 
wrong). By now I was really angry. This was really stupid. I had half 
an hour to get dressed (the taxi was arriving at 7.00) so I could not 
afford to waste any more time on this—whatever it was. 

I finished doing my make-up and was just about to disrobe when I 
felt something brush past me. Now this bit is going to be really 
difficult describe, so bear with me. I was sure I felt something. It 
couldn’t have been a ghost (I don't think) as my block is fairly new 
and has no history. Surely it would have to be old if it was haunted 
by ghosts, right? 

I then became aware I was not alone in my bedroom. There was 
something or someone else there. I just knew it. I am not psychic, 
and never have been, but I could feel this presence even though I 
couldn’t see anything. I stopped what I was doing (now practically 
naked in my room) and stood there motionless like I was trying to 
hear something, sense something, get a feel of what was going on. I 
listened very carefully, didn’t make a sound myself, and then became 
convinced I could hear somebody breathing. I was certain by then I 
wasn’t the only person in the room, so sure I grabbed my bathrobe 
(it slipped off me as I stood up) from off the floor and pulled it 
around me really tight like there was somebody watching me, or at 
least I felt there was. Now I started to hear faint breathing (it wasn’t 
mine, although I must admit I was now afraid and my breathing was 
getting faster, the adrenalin kicking in) coming over from by my bed. 
I then became aware of a smell; the smell of a man, or rather his 
sweat, and now knew I was definitely not alone. I panicked, made a 
mad dash for the door but before I could get to it I was grabbed by 
my arm. It (whatever it was) yanked me back into my bedroom and 
threw me on my bed and ripped my bathrobe off. I was lying there 
naked on my bed staring at nothing. There was nothing visible. I 
couldn't see a fucking thing, like I was just staring into space. 
Whatever it was had to be invisible because I could only feel it, hear 
it, and smell it. 

The next thing I knew my legs were being pulled apart. There 
were unseen hands on my ankles, grabbing them, trying to separate 
them. I struggled, tried to squeeze them together but whatever it was 
(I will use the male gender from now on, as it was definitely a man, 
as we shall see—no pun intended) was much stronger than me. 
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‘My God!' I screamed out. ‘This can’t be happening.' But it was. I 
was being assaulted by an invisible assailant. He climbed on top of 
me, forced my legs apart but struggled to enter me as I kept 
squirming and writhing round on the bed, blocking him. 

‘Who are you? What are you?’ I shouted at him. But there was no 
answer, only a grunting sound and I could feel his hot breath against 
my skin as he finally managed to ram himself into me. It hurt. I was 
not turned on so I was not moist down there; it was very painful. I 
arched my back. Screamed and screamed again, calling out for help 
like I was in a mad nightmare or drowning in a whirlpool with 
nobody to save me. I flailed all over the place. I was even trying to 
bite him, to scratch him, to kick him, at one point, but he held me in 
place with a vice-like grip. Not only was he evidently stronger than 
me but he was much bigger and heavier. I am not a small person (in 
fact I am 5'4” and weigh 1081bs), but in comparison I was tiny and 
weak. There was no way I could fend him off. How the fuck could I? I 
couldn’t see who was fucking me? He had me pinned to the bed the 
whole time. His hands were on my wrists, his feet were keeping my 
ankles apart, the weight of his body holding the rest of me down, and 
his penis was being repeatedly rammed inside me until he eventually 
came. 

‘Thank fuck for that!' I thought. Now surely this nightmare is 
going to be over. I am going to wake up any minute and find it was all 
a bad dream. 

But no: it wasn’t. This thing, this person, was now lying inert on 
top of me. I could feel his chest heaving against mine, his breath 
shallow, his penis now limp. I still hurt down there. Not even wet 
apart from his semen which began to dribble out once I managed to 
move myself from under him. He seemed to have gone dead, just 
lying there prone, exhausted. I eased myself out some more until I 
was finally free of his dead weight and slithered out of bed, my body 
all bruised, my vagina all sore, and staggered to the bathroom. I 
looked at myself in the mirror. My God, what a mess I looked. I had 
spent an hour getting ready to go out tonight. I blow dried my hair 
and styled it so it looked beautiful. Now it was all tangled and matted 
with sweat (not mine, his!). I spent ages putting my make-up on so I 
would look my best. Now look at it, all smudged, my mascara 
running down my cheeks where I had been crying, my lips all ruddy, 
the lipstick all over the place (thank God he didn’t try to kiss me) 
from where I had been trying to bite him. 

As I stood there transfixed I had to take a good look at myself. 
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Was I going mad? Did invisible people really exist? I always thought 
it was a myth, a physical impossibility, something that only existed in 
the pages of horror and science fiction books! But no, this was real. I 
had been raped by an invisible man. It took me a good few minutes 
to take it all in, to get some composure back, and to re-assess the 
situation. 

I splashed some water in my face hoping that it would wake me 
up. But I was awake and this was no dream. Then I could feel some 
liquid dribbling down my legs. ‘My God,’ I thought, ‘I must be 
bleeding.' I checked with my fingers, half expecting to see blood. But 
couldn’t see anything. Whatever it was it was wet. I could feel it 
between my fingers. Then I realised it must be his semen; it was 
invisible. It even smelt like semen (and no, I did not taste it—that is 
one thing I am not into, and never have been, and I have always 
refused to go down on my boyfriends, however much they may have 
demanded it!). I grabbed a piece of tissue paper and wiped myself 
clean and put the used tissue in an empty cold cream jar and put the 
lid back on tight. You see, I am not a stupid girl and I know all about 
forensics, and have read about rape cases failing due to lack of 
evidence with some girls frantically washing themselves afterwards 
because they felt unclean. But I knew I needed to preserve this. 
Monica Lewinsky’s dress taught me that much! 

I wrapped a towel round me and grabbed a tin of talcum powder. 
Quietly and gingerly I crept back into my bedroom and stealthily 
approached my bed. The thing was still lying on it. I could see the 
indentation his sleeping body had made on the sheets and mattress. I 
very carefully sprinkled the talc all over his body and watched in 
amazement as some semblance of a shape began to appear. It really 
was an invisible man. I could now see a vague outline of his naked 
torso as he lay there, spread-eagled, his hands dangling over the side, 
his head on my pillows, his feet hanging over the end. He really was 
quite a tall man, at least 6’4". I sprinkled some more talc on his head 
so I could get a better look at his face then noticed he had no hair. He 
was bald (natural or shaved? I don’t know) and there appeared to be 
no moustache, beard or sideburns. I checked his arms closely and 
blew the talc away to see if it would show any hairs. I couldn't see 
any. I stroked his arm very gently so as not to wake him up; his skin 
felt really smooth, like a baby’s bottom. There was no hair! A man 
with no body hair, what was all that about? Did he have alopecia or 
something? Unfortunately as he was lying face down I could not 
examine his privates. Besides, a lot of men shave down there now, 


165 



KNOCK, KNOW. ‘WHO’S THERE?’ 


don’t they? But I was intrigued. Was this the result of radiation or 
whatever it was he used to become invisible? Didn’t they use gamma 
rays or something like that to make things invisible? Or was I getting 
confused, thinking of the Hulk? 

I backed off silently as I didn’t want to wake him up, grabbed my 
cell phone, and took a picture of him still covered in the talc. You 
could just about make out a bare outline, but there was clearly the 
visible shape of a man in my bed. Quickly, I transferred the jpeg on 
my phone to my iDrive (where I store all my photos, including my 
portfolio) as a back-up in case I lost my phone, then texted my agent 
to tell him I would not be able to make it to my dinner date as 
something had come up. It was an emergency. I just hoped he would 
believe me. Besides, it was now gone seven; the taxi driver was late 
(hardly reliable anyways) and went back to the bathroom and had a 
quick wash. I grabbed my t-shirt and slacks I put in the basket earlier 
to be washed, got dressed, put some old trainers on, and tidied 
myself up. Very quietly I went round and locked all the windows 
(they have double locks on them for security reasons—I live by 
myself and a girl can’t be too careful these days) and put the key in 
my pocket and unlocked the door. I crept out and locked the door 
behind me. It also has a double lock and can only be unlocked with 
the same key for the windows. Although it has a Yale lock inside with 
a latch, this key can be used not only on the inside of the door but 
also the outside. I wanted to make sure this man did not, and could 
not, possibly get away. If he escaped, who would believe my story? 

I then went to the police. You already know that bit, so I am going 
to skip it. Besides, you’ve got my sworn testimony and notes from 
the short interview I gave you. So you can refer to that. I want to get 
quickly to the next bit. 

When I came back to my apartment with the two cops, who didn’t 
believe a word I said, unsurprisingly, and unlocked the door quietly, 
I let them in first and made sure I was the last one back in. I did not 
want him to escape by going round the cops and then slipping out. I 
locked the door behind me with the double lock and put the key back 
in my pocket, then joined the cops in my bedroom. 

They just stared at each other then looked at me as if I was stupid. 

‘There’s nobody there,' one of them said. 

‘I know there’s nobody there,’ I told them. ‘You can’t see him 
because he’s invisible.’ 

But when I looked they were right. The invisible man wasn’t 
there. Or at least we couldn't see him. The talc was gone, the sheets 
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were clean (no stains from sweat or semen) as if the bed had been 
made, and there was no sign of him. 

The police did a quick search of my apartment, checking the 
wardrobes, the bathroom, my small kitchenette, and the living room. 
He had vanished. 

They were about to leave when they said, Thanks for wasting our 
time, Miss.’ 

‘Look, I am telling you he was here. There was a fucking man in 
my bed.' 

‘Well, I don’t see him,’ one said to the other. ‘Do you, Charlie?’ 

‘I don't see him either.' 

And then they both laughed—at me! 

‘Of course you can't see him. He's invisible! Don’t you get it?’ 

‘Miss, we get it. We get that we’ve been fooled into coming here 
on a wasted journey. Find something else to do instead of wasting 
our precious time.’ 

They were about to walk out when I stopped them. 

‘Wait,’ I told them. I dashed to the bathroom and came back with 
the jar of cold cream. ‘How do you explain this?’ I asked them as I 
shoved it in their faces. 

‘Well, it looks like a jar of cold cream,' they laughed at me again. 

‘Not that, this!’ I said and opened the jar so they could see the 
damp tissue inside. 

‘Well, it looks like a piece of tissue paper.’ 

‘Exactly, and it’s covered with his semen.’ 

‘Well, I don't see any semen. Do you, Charlie?’ 

Then they both laughed, at me again. 

‘Of course you can’t see it. It's invisible.’ 

‘Invisible semen from an invisible man. That makes sense!’ 

‘Look, I know you think I’m crazy, but I am telling you the truth. 
There was a man in my bed who raped me. Then he fell asleep. I 
went to the bathroom, wiped myself down with this. It has his semen 
all over it. And if you take it down to the lab and test it you will find I 
am not lying.' 

‘Well, that may be so, Miss, but how do we know it came from 
somebody invisible?’ 

Charlie started to laugh. I frowned at him. He soon stopped. 

‘Because it’s invisible.’ I wanted to knock both of their heads 
together: they were being so stupid. 

‘Let me tell you something about semen, Miss. I am not a detective 
just a lowly officer, but even I know that when semen dries up it 
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evaporates, leaving only a stain on the surface. So that could have 
come from anywhere, any man, visible or invisible.' 

‘But at least you can get a DNA sample from it, even a blood type, 
and check to see if it matches anyone on your records,’ I pleaded 
with them. 

‘I will tell you watch we will do, Miss,' he started to patronise me, 
looking at all the photos of me on the wall, then sneered as if he 
didn't approve of my work (I am a model not a glamour model, and I 
have never posed topless in any of my shoots), ‘we will take it to the 
station and get one of our boys to look at it. If it’s true what you say 
there may be a possibility of discovering something about your 
invisible assailant. Perhaps he has a rare genetic code, a mutation, 
one of them X-Men,' he said, smirking. Charlie picked up on it and 
began to smirk too. 

‘Whatever,’ I snapped at them. Then went to my computer, turned 
on the screen and brought up the photo I had taken earlier. ‘How do 
you explain this, then?’ I asked them. 

They both peered at it. Then one of them, the one who seemed to 
be in charge and was treating it all like some joke, said, ‘Yes, very 
nice, Miss.’ 

‘Don't you see? It's him, lying in my bed.' 

They both leaned closer, and I admit it was quite hard to make 
out but you could definitely see something, however vague. 

‘All I see is something. It could be anything.’ 

‘It’s him, I tell you. I sprinkled talcum powder all over him. It’s 
made him partially visible.' 

‘It looks like a man, maybe, but that could have been done in 
Photoshop. My cousin is very good with that, something of an expert. 
He loves to transpose the heads of famous people and put them in 
compromising positions, like, say, on couples having sex, or in 
embarrassing situations like sitting on the toilet, that kind of thing. 
Even when you blow them pictures up you still cannot see the join.’ 

‘So you’re saying that I faked this?’ 

‘I'm not saying anything, Miss. Except perhaps it could have been.' 

‘It's not a fake, believe me. It is genuine.’ 

‘Okay, if you say so. Why don’t you print us off a copy and we'll 
take it down to the station as well.' 

I knew they were just patronising me, treating me like an idiot, 
but I obliged them and gave them a copy. By the time they had gone I 
was glad to see the back of them, and locked the door securely 
behind me. 
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But what can you expect? Who could blame them? How could 
they take me seriously when I had so little proof? And how do you 
prove that you’ve been raped by an invisible man, someone you can’t 
see? I was going through all these questions in my head when I 
started thinking of another one as well, one far more serious: how 
did he get out? 

There was no way he could have got out because I made sure all 
the windows and doors were locked. But as the police had checked 
everywhere I had to assume he had gotten out before we came back. 
Perhaps he wasn’t just invisible but also had some other property 
like he could change into something else and could slip through gaps 
like a mouse can slip through any gap no wider than its head. But no, 
that didn't make any sense. If that was the case then why did he 
knock on my door? He knocked three times because the first couple 
of times I only opened the door a fraction. He obviously couldn’t gain 
access to my room because the gap in the door wasn’t wide enough. 
That's why he knocked a third time, so that I would open the door all 
the way. That’s when he slipped into my apartment, and I closed and 
locked the door not knowing he was already inside. And that is when 
he attacked me. 

I had a niggling doubt in the back of my mind: he was still here, 
somewhere. He didn’t leave with the police, I made sure of that by 
letting them out individually and keeping the door ajar as narrow as 
possible, fearing I might let him back in! But no, I wasn’t happy. He 
was here, all right, somewhere. 

I felt like the woman in that film who has tracked a serial killer to 
his lair and goes down into the cellar where he turns off all the lights 
and knows he can see her because he has infrared goggles on. She 
can’t see anything because she’s blind in the dark, and doesn't know 
where he is. She’s incredibly afraid, but also at the same time very 
brave. Like her, I too now felt vulnerable. But if he was here then 
where was he? He could be hiding anywhere, and not necessarily 
hiding, but just standing in a corner or right next to me and I 
wouldn't know it because I couldn't see him. I would only be able to 
tell if I could smell him or hear him breathing. 

To re-assure myself I went back round the apartment and started 
prodding everywhere with a broom handle: under the bed, the back 
of my wardrobe, in the bath, lashing out with it anywhere I could. 
There was no sign of him. I was relieved. 

Satisfied, I made myself a cup of tea. It was late but I needed 
something to calm me down. I poured out a cup and accidentally 
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overfilled it. Some of it ended up on my worktop so I had to wipe it 
down with a cloth. Then it hit me. We couldn't see him because he 
had washed off all the talc. That meant he must have had a bath 
whilst I was with the police at the station. I had only been gone about 
half an hour. The station is literally five minutes from my place. I 
spent another five minutes trying to convince them I needed to 
speak to someone in private (I tried not to use the word rape in front 
of them as it could have been embarrassing, for both them and me) 
and then about 15 minutes trying to convince them I had an invisible 
man incarcerated in my apartment. Did they believe me? Of course 
not. So I had to drag them both down here, warning them he was 
dangerous. That would have given him plenty of time to clean up and 
perhaps change the sheets, and tidy up afterwards so it looked like 
nothing had happened. Even if it did, the police would have thought I 
had just had sex with a man, but how could they tell he was invisible 
if there was no one here? 

I dashed back to my bathroom and checked all of the towels. The 
one I used earlier was in the wash, but one of them on the handrail 
was still damp, and there was evidence that someone had had a bath 
recently because there was still a tiny bit of water round the 
plughole and a slight ring round the bath, probably a residue of the 
talc. What a fucking cheek, I thought to myself. Not only does he rape 
me, he has a bath afterwards! But then he would have to, wouldn’t 
he, because any dirt or specks on him would show up making him 
partially visible. The only way he could be perfectly invisible is to be 
clean, isn't that how invisibility works? And he would have to be 
perfectly naked as well. 

I thought if he was still here I could splash him with water; it 
would make him visible, at least momentarily until he dried out. Or I 
could use my Co2 fire extinguisher on him; the spray would make 
him visible, but only for a second or two. Or I could throw hot 
cooking oil in his face. Not only would he become visible then, but it 
would also burn his skin (would that cause permanent damage 
making him visible permanently?) and then I would be able to kick 
him where it hurts. I started thinking of all these things and even 
what I kept in my medicine cabinet, and in the cupboard under the 
kitchen sink, sure to find something useful there. 

I dashed back to my kitchenette, still with the damp towel in my 
hand, and grabbed a kitchen knife from the drawer. I was now on my 
guard sure that I was not the only person here and was certain he 
would pop up any minute and pounce on me: but this time it would 
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be different; this time I would be ready for him. I went through all 
the things I could find in my cupboard and found what I was looking 
for; not bleach, not soda suds, or washing up liquid, but something 
even better: oven cleaner. It had a hazard sign on it warning of 
possible blindness if in contact with the eyes. I read the warning 
label. Avoid contact with skin. Do not get in the eyes. If the latter, 
wash with clean water for 45 minutes, or use Coca-cola to wash the 
affected area. Seek medical help immediately afterwards. Can cause 
permanent blindness if untreated. Perfect! This is what I needed in 
my fight against an invisible enemy. It made perfect sense: If I cannot 
see him because he is invisible, then he won’t be able to see me 
because he will be blinded by this stuff. 

I poured all of into a dishpan and left it on the stove so that it 
looked like I was about to do some cooking. I tried to think of his 
weaknesses, or points of vulnerability, whilst drinking my now 
lukewarm cup of tea, and leaned back against the worktop and 
closed my eyes for a second or two, my mind still dizzy and trying to 
deal with what had happened to me in the last couple of hours. 
Although I had been raped, I somehow managed to override it by 
thinking of how the experience had now made me stronger not 
weaker. I am normally a very level-headed woman, quite savvy and 
street-smart, so this was something I could take in my stride. I 
wasn’t going to let it depress me. Why should I? I mean, how many 
other women on this planet have been raped by an invisible man? 
Was I the only one? Or had he done it before? If so, then there must 
be others, but I had never heard of such a thing. Perhaps they went 
unreported, because who would believe them anyway, right? Who 
believed me? No one! I had learned that lesson already. 

I was thinking all of these things, clutching my cup of tea, when I 
tilted my head back and opened my eyes. ‘You stupid bitch,’ I said to 
myself. I had checked everywhere except there, up by the ceiling in 
my kitchenette, up by the tops of the cupboards, They ran along both 
sides and overhung a good few inches, allowing just enough space 
between them and the height of the ceiling. Because it was a very 
narrow room, more like a galley you would find on a ship or an 
aeroplane, all he had to do was climb up on the worktops, hoist 
himself up and spread himself out, resting his feet and hands on 
either side of the cupboard tops. He was lying flat against my kitchen 
ceiling! I knew it. 

As soon as I clicked, he must have clicked also, for he dropped 
down from his hiding place, hit the floor and punched me as hard as 
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he could. I went flying, as did my cup of tea. What was left of it 
splashed across his face. For a second or two it became visible. I 
caught a glimpse of it as I lay sprawled on my dining room floor. 
Dazed from the blow, I managed to stagger to my feet as he came 
rushing towards me, uttering obscenities in a language I didn’t 
understand (at least I think they were obscenities, because it 
sounded like he was swearing at me) calling me all sorts of names. 

‘Who are you?’ I stupidly asked as he backed me into a corner. 

I clung to the wall and now realised the knife I had been holding 
was gone. I must have dropped it when he hit me. He grabbed me 
and pinned me to the wall. He started mumbling something. Again I 
couldn't make out what he was saying, or even the language he was 
using (Russian, Latvian, Bosnian, who knows?) and pressed his body 
up against mine. He proceeded to lick my face and let out a light 
laugh, an evil laugh, which told me I was now in real danger: he 
obviously didn’t like the idea of me getting the police involved and 
may have resented it, possibly wishing to seek some form of retri¬ 
bution. He then wiped the liquid off his face. Now it was gone. 

I wanted to push him off me but he was much stronger, and I 
could feel he was getting turned on by this. It was unmistakeable; he 
was getting an erection. I could tell for he had no clothes on and was 
perfectly naked, as he had to be in order to retain his invisibility. His 
crotch was pressed up tight against my crutch. I could feel his bare 
skin rubbing against me, just as it had in bed, and he was sniffing at 
my hair, smelling my perfume, then he started to nibble my ears. 
Normally I would have found it a turn on (I love to feel a man’s hot 
breath in my ears; it produces a tingling sensation that sends me 
wild) but this was turning me off. It was being done by a man I didn't 
know, a man I couldn’t see, and a man who I could even speak to 
because he was foreign. 

I decided the only course of action I could take was to use my wits 
and pretend to give in to his ‘romantic’ advances. He had already 
raped me. I didn’t want him to do it again, but if I could make out this 
time I was up for it, I may be able to string him along and get him in a 
position where his defences were down. 

I started kissing him back. It was repulsive, but I had to do it. This 
was a matter of survival and, as I said, I am a strong girl and I know 
how to manipulate a man if I need to. He began to kiss me, on my 
cheeks then on my mouth. I could taste his lips and his saliva. There 
was a sickly flavour to it like he had been eating something revolting 
(can an invisible man eat, I began to wonder, like wouldn’t we be 
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able to see him eating, putting food in his mouth, and see it being 
digested?) but I ignored it and continued. His grip started to slacken 
off and he released his hold on me. I dropped my hand down to his 
crotch, found his penis and began to stroke it, moving his foreskin 
(he wasn’t circumcised so he definitely wasn't a Jew) back and forth. 
He was getting hard but not a full hard on. It was now or never, I 
decided. I quickly yanked his balls, gripped them as tight as I 
possibly could, to cause him some discomfit. He gulped and stood 
back, far enough to create some distance between us, and booted 
him hard, right between the legs. He must have buckled up because I 
could hear him dropping to the floor, and coughing and spluttering. I 
wasted no time getting to the kitchenette. I grabbed my knife and 
was about to swing round when he lunged at me with his full body 
weight, sending me sprawling across the kitchenette floor. I 
clambered to my feet and threw whatever I could at him; tins of 
beans I found in the cupboard at the other end, a bag of rice, jars of 
marmalade, marmite, peanut butter, also a salt cellar which I 
emptied first, then threw it in his direction. I didn’t hit him, and most 
of the objects that went flying in his direction ended up missing him 
and hitting the walls. But what do you expect? I was trying to aim at 
something I couldn’t see. When my arsenal ran out he lunged for me 
again, this time sending me sprawling over the worktop and rolling 
on to the dining room floor. Next thing I know he was on top of me, 
punching me in the back, then rolled me over and started ripping at 
my slacks. I thought he was trying to rape me again. I didn’t see how 
he could as I had kicked him so hard there he wouldn't be able to get 
it up if he tried. Then I could feel his hands digging into my pockets. 
Suddenly I realised what he was doing: he was trying to find the 
fucking key. 

I double locked the door after the police had gone. He couldn't get 
out because it was locked, and the only way he could get out was 
with the key. 

I rolled on to my front, and started crawling back towards the 
kitchen, but he jumped on top of me and used all his weight to hold 
me down. I was like a baby turtle stuck on some outlying rock, my 
arms and legs flailing all over the place, as he tried to get to my left- 
hand pocket. I struggled to roll on to that side, but he got there 
before I could, and now had what he was after: the key. It was weird 
seeing this thing floating in mid air with no visible means of support. 
I must have been staring at it, mystified, when he struck me again, 
right in the face. It sent me back, hitting my head against the wall. 
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But luckily it was right next to where I kept my fire extinguisher. I 
grabbed it, pulled out the pin and chased him towards the door and 
before he could get to it I let the extinguisher off in his face and had a 
good view of him for a second or two. It stunned him. He pounced 
forward to confront me, but I managed to get a step back and with 
one almighty kick my foot hit his hand sending the key flying. I 
scrambled after it. He jumped on top of me again, and we were like 
two wrestlers rolling all over the floor, trying to get the key. Every 
time I stretched out my hand towards it, he would kick it away, and 
again, then again, till the key was now lying on the kitchenette floor. I 
knew now this was it. As soon as he picked it up I would be able to 
tell where he was roughly. It was not exact but a good indication. I let 
him go to grab it and pretended I was done for. He grabbed the key 
again and slipped past me. I sprung to my feet, dashed into the 
kitchenette, grabbed my knife and threw it in his direction, thinking 
he was right-handed and so I aimed for where I thought his back was 
in relation to the visible key. The knife must have struck him, but it 
probably only glanced off him rather than penetrate his body. And it 
must have done him some damage because he let out a yelp and 
spun round towards me. I seized the opportunity and threw the 
contents of the dishpan into where I thought his was face. Most of it 
hit the target and for a quick second or two I caught a glimpse of his 
face and his hands as they went up to wipe the stuff out of his eyes. 
He didn’t cry out at first. I guess the stuff took a few seconds to do 
any damage, but as he frantically tried to get it out of his eyes, he 
started making a screeching sound, then a wailing sound as the 
sodium hydroxide started doing its work. He was making such a 
noise screaming and shouting I was surprised that my neighbours 
weren’t banging on my door. 

I took a few steps back as I didn’t want the stuff getting on me. I 
could now see it really was hazardous after all. The man, in 
considerable pain, was trying to get to the sink, presumably to wash 
the stuff out of his eyes. I tried to grab him as I knew that should he 
get to the water I would be done for. He would be able to get his sight 
back and possibly exact as much revenge on me as possible. I hit him 
with whatever I could get my hands on. Even though he was now 
partially blind he still had the strength to punch me and sent me 
flying again, this time towards the back wall. I hit it head on, then felt 
something like a massive swelling appear on my forehead and slunk 
to the ground. 

It was then, I guess, I must have passed out. 
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I came to surrounded by my neighbours. Then some cops showed 
up. The neighbours must have called them on account of all the noise 
they heard. Somehow they managed to force their way in. ‘No/ I kept 
saying to myself because I feared the worst, and clambered to my 
feet, ignoring all the questions, like ‘Are you all right, Miss?’ ‘What 
happened here?’ ‘Are you okay, my dear?’ and brushed past them 
and stood there dumbfounded. My heart sank. The door was open, 
wide open. 

‘You let him out,’ I shouted. ‘You fucking let him out!’ 

‘Who, dear? We didn’t see anyone.’ 
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TRANSCRIBER'S NOTE 


This is a complete transcription of the tape passed to me on the 23 rd 
of June. It is verbatim, without embellishments and unnecessary 
editing on my part, and stands as testimony to the bravery and 
courage of the young lady involved. 

I would like to take this opportunity to add my own comment on 
this case, if I may, going by what has been recorded therein. But first 
I would like to apologise on behalf of the NYPD for the way they 
handled the case. Her treatment, especially by the two policemen in 
her account (who have now been suspended from the force) was 
deplorable and reprehensible. Rape is no joke, whether it happens in 
one’s own home, or in a public place, or at work, or in the home of a 
close friend, regardless of whether the assailant is or is not known to 
the victim. The young lady involved suffered a harrowing ordeal, 
made worse by the fact that she couldn't see him. Yet thanks to the 
medical care she received afterwards she is now recovering and will 
soon be able to resume her modelling career, despite suffering a few 
facial injuries, most of them being only superficial. I commend her 
for her fortitude and her decision to stand by her words, however 
impossible or incredible they may seem. 

As I was transcribing the tape I became fascinated by her story. It 
reminded me of a similar scenario I saw in a horror film a few years 
ago in which the protagonist becomes invisible after experimenting 
on himself and, due to his depravity, he then attacks his attractive 
neighbour in much the same way. I was wondering (I suppose like 
everybody else) if this film, supposing had she seen it, could have 
possibly influenced her judgment that evening and what she thought 
happened did not really happen in the way she claimed. I’m not 
making her out to be a liar, I simply mean that she may have been 
confused over the way the event occurred and in her shocked state 
of mind afterwards, since she must have been traumatised by the 
whole ordeal, she connected this event with the scenario in the film. 
But as she seems level-headed enough and does not drink or take 
drugs, perhaps there may be some truth in her witness statement. 

I decided to carry out my own investigation. I should point out I 
am not an investigator. I do not work for the police; I simply work on 
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their behalf as a freelancer, working for them as well as a few other 
criminal agencies. Also, I have been doing this for over twenty years 
now and must have transcribed about 2000 witness statements, so I 
like to think I have some experience. 

I visited the victim’s apartment whilst she was still in hospital. 
Although the scene was designated a crime area, I was able to use my 
credentials to gain access—as long as I did not touch anything—and 
had a good look around. Her apartment was pretty much as I had 
imagined it, quite spacious for a single person to live in, with one 
point of access which indeed does have a spyhole (actually her door 
is halfway down the hall with one apartment to either side of hers). 
It is on the fourth floor and there is no fire escape adjacent to her 
windows, which may seem highly irregular and against health and 
safety, but there is an emergency lift on her floor, as well as a stand¬ 
ard one. The building is, as she reported, fairly new; about 4 years 
old. The local police station is literally just round the corner, on the 
next block, so it would take only a few minutes to get there, probably 
slightly longer than she stated, say about 8 minutes. Her apartment 
has 3 windows; two reasonably sized ones in the main living area, 
and one small one in her bathroom which is too narrow for any man 
to squeeze through, especially a large man like the one she 
described. Also, there is no point of access from outside, so this 
confirms what she stated: the only way in and out of her apartment 
is through the door. 

(Thanks to the contractors, I managed to get hold of a copy of the 
floor plan for her apartment, so I suggest you refer to this for the 
layout, etc. I also copied and pasted some items of furniture from an 
ideal home exhibit catalogue on to this so at least you can see where 
everything is that I describe.) 

Upon entry you walk straight into the living area. To the right is a 
door leading to the bedroom (fairly large with a double bed, a side 
wall of wardrobes, a dresser on the other side, and no windows). 
Adjacent to this is the bathroom which is only accessible through the 
bedroom. It has, as I mentioned, one window which is tall but 
narrow, and glazed on the lower half to make it obscure, with a small 
extractor fan fitted to the pane at the top. Next to that is a shower, 
with a small linen closet/washing basket, also a basin, toilet and a 
bath that is situated at the other end. The room is as wide as the 
bath, in fact. 

The main living area is spacious with quite a high ceiling and 
plenty of light coming through the two tall windows which face 
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south, so you get most of the sun during the day, with the dining area 
being part of the main room. What is not obvious in the floor plan is 
the fact that there is no real partition between the main room and 
the kitchen (what she calls a kitchenette). This is only separated by a 
worktop (waist high) and the top cupboards. The latter are fixed in 
place by a low hanging arch from the ceiling, so there is a clear gap 
between the worktop and the cupboards. (She claims she was 
thrown by her assailant over the worktop and ended up on the living 
room floor. This is indeed possible, and I presume when she went 
over the worktop she would have hit the dining room table as it is 
right next to the kitchen. That would have broken her fall.) The 
kitchen is long and narrow, taking up all the other end of the room. 
There are no windows, only an extractor fan above the cooker. Next 
to the cooker is a worktop with a cupboard beneath it. When I 
checked it everything was in place as mentioned in her account (i.e. 
the washing up liquid, soda suds, etc.) apart from the oven cleaner; 
the empty carton has been taken away for examination, as has the 
dishpan. Next to the cooker is another worktop in the corner with 
space beneath that for the bin which swings out from under the sink. 
There are loads of cupboards under the worktops, even under the 
draining board, but they are all divided and have shelving, so 
impossible for a man to climb into and hide unless he was a dwarf or 
a contortionist. The same goes for the top cupboards. 

Now, when we are standing facing the rest of the kitchen, viewing 
it from the point of view of the cooker (where she was standing and 
realised the man was hiding above her) and we look up, there is an 
alcove in the ceiling above the top cupboards which would afford 
plenty of space for a man to stash himself away. Above the top 
cupboards are runners which run parallel along the length of the 
kitchen and at that height are only about two feet apart so quite 
easily a man could lay himself down and lie along them with plenty 
of room above him to be able to manoeuvre. He could probably lie 
there quite comfortably without too much strain because his whole 
body weight would be resting on either side. All he had to do was 
climb on to the top of the washing machine, haul himself up and then 
spread his body weight between the two sides. I know this is how 
her assailant did it because I tried it and it is easy. Then all you have 
to do is bring your feet together, swing down, whilst holding on to 
the runners, and drop down on to the floor. Easy. 

Although the apartment was in disarray after her struggle, with 
most of her items of furniture having been knocked around, and her 
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television lying on the floor where it fell, I could still see where most 
of them would normally be, including the empty fire extinguisher 
lying on its side on the floor. That would have been standing in the 
corner out of the way, and the indentations in the carpet confirmed 
it. So everything tallies with her account. What I was not happy with 
was the lack of evidence which should still be visible, like the talcum 
powder, for example. She claims she sprinkled it all over his body 
whilst he was asleep on her bed. If that was the case why was there 
no talc on the sheets, or on the floor, or anywhere? 

I also have in my possession a copy of the photo she gave to the 
police. I have appended it here so you can refer to it as well. The 
photo indeed shows the outline of a man lying on her bed covered in 
some white powder, presumably talc. I can confirm it is her bed and 
what is visible in the photo matches her bedroom. There is a small 
table lamp and table on the right hand side with a phone (obviously 
kept next to the bed so she could take calls any time of the day, 
including late at night or early morning). The door to the left of the 
bed leads into her bathroom. Judging by the angle of the photo she 
must have been standing near to the bedroom door which would 
have been to her left as she faced the bed. Whether it is a fake or not 
is disputable. Yes, it could have been done on Photoshop, but it could 
also be genuine as she said the man was quite tall (6’4"). If you look 
at the photo his head is touching one of the pillows and his feet are 
dangling over the end. He is lying prostrate and almost straight, 
taking up most of the bed. So I am pretty convinced it is genuine. 
Whether the man was really invisible or just someone covered in talc 
is another matter. 

I decided to check the bath. Yes, there were visible signs of talc in 
the bath, but minute, hardly noticeable, and it also struck me strange 
why he had a bath and not a shower. Surely a shower would have 
been quicker? I surmised that this had something to do with his 
(in)visibility in which he needed to be perfectly clean so as not to be 
seen. A good thorough wash in the bath was probably a better 
option, and also of course a good way of getting rid of the talc that 
would have been left on the sheets. All he had to do was shake them 
over the bath, then run the taps and that would have got rid of it. 
Then perhaps he remade the bed afterwards. But how do you 
account for lack of footprints? He would have left these on the carpet 
as he got out of bed and went to the bathroom. He must have cleaned 
up not only himself but also the room before she got back. It is only a 
guess but I had a feeling he wanted to keep his invisibility a real 
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secret; any tell-tale signs would have given his presence away. By 
eradicating all the evidence connected with him refuted her story, 
allowing the police to totally contradict what she claims. It was as if 
he never existed, and if he had how would they know he was not just 
an ordinary man? I mean, how do you prove the existence of some¬ 
one nobody has ever seen? 

Whether this man existed or not is debateable. The police only 
have a small sample believed to have been taken from the scene of 
the crime which hasn’t afforded them much hope as they have been 
unable to identify him. His blood group, unfortunately, is extremely 
common (Type 0) and his DNA matches nothing on their databases, 
not even distant relations, so we have no idea who he is or where he 
came from. Nor do we know what happened to him after he managed 
to escape from Miss Clarkson’s apartment as there were no marks or 
a trail indicating his possible route of escape, so his whereabouts still 
remain unknown. 

If he was splashed in the face with sodium hydroxide and it got 
into his eyes, then he may well be blinded, for if he was unable to 
wash out them in the first few minutes, which is critical, then the 
damage would not only be severe but probably also permanent. 
Sodium hydroxide (NaOH), which can be found in drain and oven 
cleaners, is nasty stuff. On contact with the eye it converts eye tissue 
to a kind of soap, and it will keep on destroying that tissue until 
there is little or nothing left. It causes severe scarring, or what is 
known as ‘corneal melting syndrome,’ which if it remains untreated 
will result in the loss of an eye. Obviously, if it affects both eyes then 
the result will be total, permanent blindness. 

This is ironic in this case because if he were truly invisible then he 
would naturally be blind anyway. Sight works by way of light hitting 
objects, and the object has to be solid, opaque. The light then 
bounces back and hits the retina in our eyes. It works much in the 
same way as cinema screens. The image is projected on to the screen 
by light being passed through the film. We only see the images (or 
rather the projection of the images) because the screen is solid. If our 
retinas weren't solid, i.e. transparent, the light would pass straight 
through them and no information would register. The same would 
happen with an invisible man because he is essentially transparent; 
the light passes through him. It is a simple law of physics, much 
overlooked in fictional works dealing with invisibility, but somehow 
this man overcame such a difficulty and was able to see, despite 
being invisible. How he achieved invisibility is anyone’s guess, and as 
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far as we know it had never been a real possibility to begin with in 
the first place. The laws of physics would have to be bent or 
circumvented to achieve such an end. And the fact that he did not 
appear to be an American, or Englishman, but came from somewhere 
in Europe, possibly Russia, would suggest somebody in that part of 
the world is working on a viable project and has managed to succeed 
where others have failed. 

I can understand Miss Clarkson’s annoyance and frustration at 
the end of the transcript because presumably the invisible man 
escaped once the door was broken down, allowing him to flee and 
literally disappear back to wherever he came from. She thus had 
been deprived of her prize: proof that such a man exists and now has 
nothing but her own testimony; no witnesses and no real physical 
evidence to back up her story. Nor have we heard of any other 
reports of an invisible rapist preying upon women in this country or 
any where else for that matter. It also seems remarkable that he 
should suddenly become known to us without any precedents. A 
story like this, which is highly unusual, would come from something 
that we may have been made aware before, possibly something 
trivial like a man being bumped into on the streets and turning 
round to see there was no one there, or having his wallet stolen by 
an unseen hand, or a bank or shop being robbed by an invisible thief, 
or a woman being groped or molested by some person she could not 
see and therefore could give no description to the police. 

In cases of rape, a rapist does not spontaneously become one over 
night. There is usually a slow escalation, from petty crimes, then 
sexual assault, before we reach the full on rape. So we would have to 
say this was a one-off, a singularity with no follow on, and now that 
our invisible rapist is blind, most likely a permanent condition rather 
than temporary, it would then be virtually impossible for him to 
commit such an offence ever again. So it is extremely unlikely we will 
catch him in the future unless some accident should befall him like 
getting hit by a vehicle, or being trapped in a confined space like a 
broken down elevator, or falling from a great height where he may 
be paralyzed and cannot move afterwards. Or he may just crawl 
away somewhere to die knowing he cannot survive without his sight. 
Either way, I fear we shall never see him again. 
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